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If it be admitted that to induce a Blade 
of Grass to grow where never one grew before, is 
to be a World-Benefactor, — let me claim for the 
present volume the aim, at least, to plant some 
green thoughts in hearts that are arid or sad. 



The First Poem in the Book had, and has, this 
One Object, and I would fain have it noted how 
carefully avoided are all Specialties of Fret, lest there 
should be drawn thencefrom unkind or unwise sug- 
gestions of Personal Application, whereas it should 
surely rather be, that hope to cure must be found in 
presentments so high and holy as are here oflfered. 

About the Second Poem I cannot say it is 
printed for the public eye without great hesitation, 
and, indeed, reluctance. It has hitherto been a 
Home Memorial, and now only emerges from its 
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VI Preface. 

MS. condition, in consideration of the many hearts 
that Sorrow as mine has done, with the hope to afford 
consolation by such thoughts as have comforted 
myself. 

A word or two will suflSce to Introduce the other 
parts of the Book. 

Having written the First Poem with precise 
Intention ; the succeeding portions are gathered from 
their MSS. to complete the Volume which will, 
assuredly, be a Last. 

Of the " Hymns with Music " it may be said, 
that many of them were Written to Tunes, at the 
request of a Friend who was compiling a New 
Selection of Hymns*; — a few are reprinted from my 
** Heart Melodies''; because Musical Friends have 
composed special Music to the Words — ; and yet 
others were Written for Music to he, — these being 
then Original in both aspects. 

The ^^ Occasional Hymns'' were, as the Words 
import, written for Special Times or Seasons. 

Finally: ^^ Selections from ^Metrical Lay Ser- 
mons''' are just what the Title expresses. The 

* The Special Hymn Book. For Week Day Services. By 
H. J. Gamble. Published by John Snow. 



Preface. vii 

Book is Out of Print, and not likely to be Re-priuted. 
These representative portions are presented here to 
rescue them from impending oblivion, showing, in 
the few Poems which are entire, — (Paradise, Buth, 
The Pilgrimage, The Sorrowful Man, Bethany,) the 
Method of that Volume; — the Asterisks, in all cases, 
representing Omissions; — they serve moreover to 
complete a Book which in its varied Parts, may, I 
hope, prove helpful and encom'aging to Fellow 
Travellers on Life's sometimes Dark, and often 
Weary, Way. 

H. B. 



Clapton, N.E., 
London, 

January^ 1869. 



The Fotmer Volumes by the same Author, are, 
Belgium and Up and Down the Rhine. 
Sunday Sunshine. Hymns and Poems for the Young. 
Metrical Lay Sermons. (Out of print.) 
Heart Melodie;^. 365 New Hymns and Psalms. 
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" Fret not thyself:' 

The Book of Psalms. 



SUGGESTIONS FROM GOD's GREATNESS AND GOODNESS 

IN The Without. 

I. 

Fret not Thyself ! The over-arching Sky 
Rests in its tranquil, undisturbed repose, 

And ever as the Ages hasten by, 

Nor change, or turmoil, or defilement knows ; 

Emblem of Calm, unfretted, true and pure. 

Type of the perfect teachings that endure ; 

11. 

The Royal Sun, in panoply of light, 

Diffusing gladness o'er his wide domain, 

Painting with priceless beauty exquisite. 
The waving forest and enamelled plain. 

Grand in the greatness of a power sublime. 

Unchanged and changeless from primeval time ; 
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2 Fret Not. 

lU. 

The I^y Moon, with all Ler LrigLt array 
Of Landmaid Stars upon tlie ebon skv. 

Gliding with noiseless footstep on her war, 
A silent solace to life's wear}' eye ; 

So self-possessed and perfect in each mood; 

Cheer for pure hearts, sweet soothe for all the good ; 

IS. 

The grand old Ocean, from whose ceaseless voice 
Sounds a loud Anthem to its Maker's praise ; 

Glad when the Sunlight calls it to rejoice, 
Gloriously awful in its wondrous ways ; 

Unchanging in its changefulness of life, 

A thing of marvel, or in rest or strife ; 

V. 

The rugged Mountain, with majestic head 
Crowned with eternal diadem of snow. 

Buttressed with rocky wilderness outspread 
Miles upon miles, o'er circling wastes below ; 

Down -rooted in mysterious depth profound, 

With tangled grasp to earth's foundations bound ; 

VI. 

And all variety of quiet things. 

The whispered interchange of night and day, 
The gurgling welling forth from hidden springs, 

The river's affluent flow, the vast array 
And grandeur of the wonderful and strong. 
The joy and beauty which to light belong ; 
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VII. 

The gathering shadows of the eventide, 
The solemn sanctities of moonless night, 

Clouds that with graceful, swan-like calmness, glide, 
Floating o'er azure ocean of- delight ; 

The sacred solitudes of boundless space. 

Change with repose, which everywhere we trace ; 

VIII. 

Surely observant eye to listening heart, 
May teach the lesson it were well to learn. 

And steadfast Thought might do its honest part, 
And Faith, result of wise perception earn ; 

A firm resolvedness of nature grow 

To calm content, and hope's exalted flow, 

IX. 

And yet, alas, the wayward heart will leave 
Such lesson all unlearned, and turn aside 

From proflfered counselling and help, to grieve 
O'er fancied wrong and sorrows, in the pride 

Of self and selfishness, and tortured sense 

Of vain deservings, and conceit's pretence. 

X. 

And thence, in its own little world of life. 

Spring up the tangled weeds of reckless thought. 

With happier, holier influence at strife. 
In cobwebs of seductive fancies caught ; 

The outlook on fair prospect dimmed by tears. 

And brave, true living all distraught with fears. 

b2 




4 Fret Not. 

xr. 
Poor heart ! beguiled by its own narrowness, 

Its misanthropic misconceivings dull ; 
A Creed suggestive only of distress, 

With prophecy of coming shadows full ; 
And so refusal of the winning light 
Of cheerful hope, and faith serene and bright. 

XII. 

God's works are stable ! all above, around, 
With an abiding steadfastness impressed. 

Harmonious with a melody profound 

Of perfectness, and changelessness of rest; 

And ever to undoubting, trustful gaze, 

A song of glad significance they raise, 

xin. 

strange neglect and folly, to refuse 

The blessed influence of the near-at-hand. 

The practical, and common-sense misuse. 
The guidance of right suasion to withstand, 

And setting up an Idol, bend the knee 

With reckless zeal, and vain frivolity. 

XIV. 

And thence the frettings of distempered brain. 
Which losing anchor-hold on solid ground. 

Moves, compassless, with many a heave and strain 
And heart-ache, and a troubled gi'ief profound, 

Hither or thither, on a yearning quest 

Of quiet haven, or untroubled rest. 
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XV. 

What dreary folly ! when the daily need 
Presents its plea for sustenance and stay, 

To look Within for succour, and proceed 
To dole out meagre measure for the day ; 

So starving the wan soul, which well may fret 

O'er mouldy crumbs, which it alone can get. 

XVI. 

For strength, from self-sustaining of a self 
So lacking of true vigour, there is none. 

Filling life's treasure-house with sorry pelf. 
Mere mocking misery when all is done ; 

The vanity of vanities indeed. 

Whence feeble hopes, and phantom fears proceed. 

xvn, 
'Tis the first foothold most denotes the way. 

The careful culture best promotes success. 
An early dawn foretells the coming day. 

The life-long years take opening youth's impress ; 
And fret and fuming when they most prevail, 
Bring discontent and turmoil in their trail. 

xvin. 
O heart disquieted with many a care, 

Yield thee with graceful heed to better things. 
The real and true, which all about thee are. 

The influence which from right reception springs. 
Learning from God's revealings to derive 
Such lesson, as shall truly be to live. 
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XIX. 

WaH it not God's good-will that spread this sky, 
So beautifully blue, so fair and bright, 

And every ocean-billow rolling by. 

His fashioning and purpose, good and right ; 

The Sun His servant, every radiant beam, 

Owning His high behest and will supreme. 

XX. 

Is not the Moon, with all her changeful ways. 
His pure, fair symbol of all gentleness, 

The Stars a sparkling tribute to His praise. 
Wondrous memorial of Almightiness ; 

And every Mountain height and lowly Vale, 

Do they not tell the same unvaried tale ? 

XXI. 

All speaking of the power, supreme and blest. 
Which made, and holds in life, and orders well ; 

Wisdom and goodness upon all imprest, 
Power in its perfectness unsearchable ; 

The resoluteness of a Will benign. 

In all its attributes and works divine. 

xxn. 
There, — on His greatness, — in sublime repose. 

The soul may i&nd an undistracted home. 
Peaceful and calm amid surrounding woes, 

With cheerful Welcomes as life's duties come ; 
God over all, the source of every joy. 
His service rest, His will a loved employ. 
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xxin. 

So buttressed by His strength, the brave, true heart, 
With never faltering, holds serenely on, 

Earnest to do its own appointed part, 
Without a murmur, till the work be done, 

Then to partake the fulness of delight. 

Life's perfectness and triumph infinite. 

xxrv. 
Remember, remember ! that to Fret 

Will surely cheat thee of thy heart-content, 
Charge memory with many a sad regret, 

Spoiling the soul of grace and ornament. 
Cast shadows on thy path, and chill the air 
Where there might be bright sunshine warm and fair- 

XXV. 

While stayedness, and patience, and repose. 

On God and His great wisdom, power, and love. 

Open the fountain whence true healing flows. 
Whose pure, sweet waters, life eternal prove ; 

A soothe and solace never more to cease. 

Perpetual cheer, and everlasting peace. 
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Jfrtt got. 



^art % Sccaiib. 



HI'^i^iKHTlONB FI103I GOD's KINDNESS AND TEACfflNQ 

IN The Within. 

XXVI. 

itKBT THEE ! Rcst thee ! in the glorious sense 
Of CJ(>a Al)Out, Within thee,— Real and True, 

Tli(} houndlesfi happiness and confidence, 
P('r(innittl npspring ever fresh and new, 

That th(jnce all honest-hearted may derive ; 

The impress high of what it is to live. 

XXVII. 

Tiifo in the joy of ever watchful eye. 

That looks with zest and comfort on God's ways, 
Beholds His goodness in the passing-by, 

In everything incentive to His praise ; 
That sings a gi-ateful, ever cheerful song, 
And holds its way rejoicingly along. 
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Let there but be appreciative mind, 

That gathers knowledge, and the treasure keeps 
In sacred storehouse of the soul enshrined ; 

That ever over beauty smiles or weeps ; 
And there shall be a life above regret 
With never heart-room for a moan or fret. 

XXIX. 

Lift up thy head as comes the early day 
With flush of tender light o'er distant hills, 

Or watch the glow on evening's aspect grey, 
While the soft dew its gentleness distils, 

And listen to the hush of distant hum, 

W^hen shadows lengthen and cool breezes come. 

XXX. 

It is not every eye admits the joy. 

Nor every heart that understands and knows ; 
Thought often hath a less serene employ, 

And weedy discontent too frequent grows. 
With tangled discord the sad heart about. 
Hiding the beautiful that reigns without. 

XXXI. 

Then rise the mists of undiscerniug night, 
And the heart's star-light is all shaded o'er. 

While heedless fantasies with wild affright. 
Dance eerie dances over fen and moor ; 

And heart-bewilderment and dull dismay 

Shut out all cheer and chase bright thoughts away. 
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XXXII. 

Ah, it is pleasant wlien the spring-time comes, 
To mark the up-rise of the jocund year, 

The gaiety of fresh, fair light, that looms ; 
Beauty's sweet radiance and its tone of cheer ; 

The multiform refreshment and delight, 

The stir and bloom and fragrance exquisite. 

xxxni. 
The rainbow gladness of the clustering flowers. 

The woodland glade with mossy smoothness rife. 
The Bird- song with its thrill through quiet hours, 

The sharp intensity of insect life ; 
The sheen and sparkle of a sunny day ; 
A rippling stream with spotted trout at play. 

XXXIV. 

Beauty in infinite varieties ; 

The ministry of countless joyous things ; 
Echo's soft music and strange melodies. 

The mystic coil of mocking tones it flings 
With wild profusion from its secret cell. 
Where, Nun-like, all apart, it loves to dwell. 

XXXV. 

wonderfully beautiful and grand ! 

beautifully wonderful and gi-eat ! 
The work and way of God on every hand ; 

His condescension to our low estate ; 
The various helps and teachings of His care. 
His mercy, rare and priceless, everywhere. 
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XXXVI. 

Glad hearts and gentle learn to love His ways, 
Gather and treasure records of His love, 

Show forth in thankful life His worthy praise. 
And while they look for better things above, 

ITse life, with faithful industry, aright, 

With aim to do things pleasing in His sight. 

xxxvn. 

Then what a buoyancy of happiness ! 

What thankfulness in life's rich plenitude ! 
The willingness to help, and wish to bless ; 

All happy thoughts with cheerfulness imbued ; 
Right lessons learned and honestly applied. 
So Fret, with all its fretfulness, defied. 

xxxvin. 
Ah, then how true the life wherein there dwells 

Recorded knowledge, — or of antique lore. 
Or modern treasures, —where in honied cells, 

The busy brain hums gathered sweetness o'er, 
Knows how to use, and uses with delight 
And heartfelt prudence, food so exquisite. 

xxxix. 
The fruitful tracings of Historic page. 

The sweet soft soothe of Music poets sing ; 
Record of Good- Man life in every age; 

The strange erratic flight of Fiction's wing ; 
A grip of Metaphysics, firm and strong ; 
Heart's-ease and peace which to pure thought belong. 
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XL. 

The clear, calm raincl, to contrast and compare ; 

Grouped wisdom in profusion all at hand ; 
Aptness to quote, felicitously rare ; 

Pure heart, pure taste, soft follies to withstand ; 
A various amplitude of wit profuse, 
With careful caution ever fit for use. 

XLI. 

What wonder of delight, the to and fro 

Of intellectual balance and repose ; 
Quick repartee, and in its genial flow 

Illustrative suggestion, to depose 
Usurped authority, or frolic will, 
That works enigmas with artistic skill. 

XLII. 

The clash and turmoil of opposing thought. 
The dashing onslaught and secured retreat ; 

The din of struggle, with suggestion fraught 
Of heart work, head work, when in conflict meet 

True heads, true hearts, in argued spending spent, 

With brave delight in courteous tournament. 

XLIII. 

Aye, fret and fretting can make no ado 
In the full heart, too full for feebleness ; 

J<\)r pleasant thoughts their sparkling radiance strew, 
Suirnsive with exhilirate impress. 

And to a Strangtu* claim, for transient rest, 

Firm ** No ** is said, in prompt, strong tone exprest. 
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XLIV. 

happy heart, that from its healthful home 
Looks out with glee upon the roundabout, 

With hopeful Welcome as life's changes come. 
Repelling, without parley, fear or doubt ; 

Strong in its sympathies with right and good, 

The foolish pride of fretting griefs withstood. 

XLV. 

Who has not seen and loved the quiet eye, 
That looks with kindness on all living things ? 

Who knows not that to every passer-by 

Kind words rise freshly, as from living springs, 

Both eye and tone and all the ways that win. 

True tokens of the gentle life within. 

XL VI. 

An infant's smile ; — the young girl's look of love ; 

The new, bright home of consecrated joy ; 
A daisied walk on greensward, field or grove. 

With lover-talk ; — the Student-life employ; 
How calmly, with contented charm, they reach 
Such full, true heart, and pleasant lessons teach. 

XLvn. 
Quiet acceptance of the things that be, 

The wear and tear, and every-day of life. 
Its busy coil, the cheerful imagery, 

Rough paths to press, time's bustling care and strife. 
Ah, all may be arranged wdthin the soul. 
That each be subject to a wise control. 
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And thus to tLoagiiiiii! nonds iLes^ ^^omes true pet^o 
And puieness, itiAi «I1 disoca^ miH i^j^J, 

Sncb npward progress, iird e»oi:lei:t"> ina^Ase, 
That life shall be indeed a iivmg well. 

And sense and feeling and enjoyment be 

Linked in a eonci»rd of sweet dignity. 

xux. 

Fret not Thyself, then : dare not, do not fret. 
If thon wonld'st lead a life of high degree. 

Have memories all oncloaded with regret, 
A pattern and encouragement wonld'st be. 

Help to young footsteps, to the old good cheer ; 

Brighter and hoUer as Home draweth near. 

L. 

gladnesH of True living ! so to live 

That Watch and Ward be kept through all the way, 
Ah may to every one assurance give 

That thou art pressing on towards the Day, 
Where never shadow falls, and never sigh 
Troubles the heart, or tears bedew the eje. 
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fart \\t C^irtr. 



SUGGESTIONS FROM GOD*S WISDOM AND JUSTNESS IN 

HIS PROVIDENCE. 



LI. 

Pilgrim of Time ! Remember that the way, 

Its Lights and Shadows, which to thy weak sight 

Is all uncertainty and disarray, 

Hath order, purpose, certain wrong or right ; 

That over all the Mighty God presides, 

"Watches and hears, knows everything, and guides. 

LII. 

If, with a careless foot and wayward will. 
And thoughtless venture thou dost hurry on. 

Be sure thy folly shall its end fulfil, 

And sorrow find thee e'er the journey's done ; 

Thou knowest well, how weak and blind thou art. 

How prone from friendly counsel to depart. 
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LIII. 

There are two courses, and as thou dost choose, 
So shall be writ thy History of Life, 

The various battles thou dost gain or lose, 
The quiet progress or disturbing strife: 

*Twere well to i)onder carefully the way. 

Lest thy unheeding footsteps go astray. 

LIV. 

Thou dost not dare to doubt that God must know 
All that is passing in this world of His ; 

And yet thy actions but too often show 

Thou dost not care to set thy heart on this, 

But living, acting, always in His sight 

Dost live and act, as if thy Will were right. 

LV. 

And hence the Fret, which with its cloud of care 
Enwraps thy soul with mystifying veil. 

When expectations all frustrated are. 

And plan, and puri)ose, and devisings fail. 

And that which thou did'st deem must surely be. 

Proves a delusion and a mockery. 

LVI. 

Ah, those arrangings, with a boastful claim 
To prescience, while an all-unconscious heart 

Builds castles in the air, which but enflame 
Imagination to assume a part. 

Which is not, cannot, never will be thine, 

Thanks to God's mercy and His love divine ! 
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Lvn. 
There may be those who with averted eyes 

And hard, proud hearts, hold on a heedless way, 
Look nor to right or left, own no surprise, 

Have no remorse, and neither praise or pray. 
But self-deluded in their folly proud. 
Beat their own drums, and blow their trumpets loud. 

Lvin. 

The:e have no Frettings, for they own no head. 
Have not a conscience open to reproach. 

Scoff without fear, look forward without dread. 
With ribald scorn, on landmarks old, encroach, 

Live for the Present, and without dismay. 

Cast all intruding fears and doubts away. 

•LIX. 

Not unto such appeal the claim and plea, 

** Fret not thyself," but rather where the light 

And love of goodness hath supremacy 

Though comes the shading of beclouding night. 

Full of imaginations all unreal. 

And faith's allegiance is but scantly leal. 

LX. 

Ah feeble Faith ! what sorrows and distress 
Follow the weak usurping of thy reign ; 

What errors and perplexities oppress 

Thy heart with grievance as of mortal pain ; 

Thy hold on the realities of life. 

With strange, spasmodic, fitful clutchings^rife. 
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LXI. 

Thence the incertitude of vagrant thought, 
That estimates God's Providence amiss ; 

By subtle self-conceitedness is caught, 
And substitutes false fancy for true bliss, 

The bliss of Waiting, with a patient soul, 

On God's high wisdom and supreme control. 

liXn. 

Aye, Fret that wonders at God's holy ways, 
Fancies a better or more perfect plan. 

That hesitates a thankful voice to raise. 

And ventures doubts of His right mode with man 

And only with reluctant heart will own 

That justice in life's discipline is done ; 

Lxni. 

What rocks and quicksands rough the gentle flow, 
The smooth, soft swiftness of time's passing tide. 

When heart-aches and reproaches down below. 
In depth of discontentment's darkness hide ; 

And now a sadness whirls, and now a cry 

And moan, as disappointments hurry by. 

Lxrv. 
A-well-a-day ! how sad a heart may be 

That loses hold on God's beneficence ; 
Grasps wildly its own imbecility ; 

To fancied self-attainment makes pretence ; 
And judging from its own tribunal, sees 
With dim short-sightedness, life's mysteries. 
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LXV. 

The Mysteries of sorrow and of care, 

Of ill-assorted juxta-pose of life, 
The mystery that loving hearts must hear. 

Old friendships shattered into douht or strife ; 
The mysteries of evil and of sin, 
Light in the round-ahout, — deep gloom within. 

LXVI. 

The Mystery of conflict on the way. 

That looked so fair and true, so bright and glad : 
The gentle heart to wily wrong a prey ; 

Eight in defeat, — the triumph of the bad ; 
And for the while, 'mid all the care and doubt. 
No sunshine cheer, or comfort from without. 

LXVII. 

Alas ! while tangled with such hitter grief. 
Such shadows on thy path, if such there be, 

Thy struggle will be hopeless of relief, 
Life's aspect all a dreamy mystery, 

And thou may'st Fret, such Life is a mistake, 

And but for better things, thy heart might break. 

LXVIII. 

The " better things " and holier thou shalt have, 

If life to thee but hold its aspect true. 
And thou art honest-hearted, good and brave, 

God's lessons learn. His way and will pursue, 
Leave the old follies, conflict with the wrong, 
And cleave to Him, with loyal loving strong. 

c2 
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LXIX. 

There is no shadow where abides Gcd's light, 

Nor ever diflSculty where He guides ; 
If He befriends, all things are good and right, 

And never want where His kind hand provides. 
All must be Well if He direct our path, 
And that is best which His wise sanction hath. 

LXX. 

Comes, then, a mystery? it has never dread ; 

Come pain and sorrow ? hearts are calm and still ; 
For how, when every hair is numbered. 

Can God's own children deem His method ill ; 
And if the heart but knows that He is near, 
It hath no trouble, and it cannot fear. 

Lxxr. 
peace and patience ! supremely blest ! 

When in the sheltered safety and repose 
Of God's wise Providence, the soul hath rest. 

Its true security and solace knows. 
Has never Wail, but waits in simple faith. 
On all He does, and all His good Word saith. 

LXXII.^ 

How happy, then, the outlook of the soul, 

How bright the light that shines upon the road. 

What comforts gladden, and what high control 
O'er-rules and sanctifies life's weary load. 

Cheers in the darkness, aids in all distress. 

And guides and guards with ceaseless tenderness. 
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Lxxni. 
Wait on the Lord ! ever watch and wait, 

And heart and life shall thus show forth His praise; 
His lovingkindness prove to thee so f^eat ; 

His help how strong, how wise and right His ways ! 
And all assault of time, and life, and sin, 
Shall find no shelter the true heart within. 

Lxxrv. 
O joyful hope, and expectation high ! 

God for thy Friend, His Word thy stay and shield ! 
His enemies and thine may venture nigh. 

But striving in His strength, thou can'st not yield 
The Warfare is His charge, and not thine own, 
His all the Praise, thine the Reward and Crown. 

LXXV. 

Let not one Fret, then, knocking at the door, 
Find welcome or reception in thy heart, 

But always, even to the Evermore, 

Bid thy soul's enemy, and God's, depart ; 

While thankfully with welcome and delight, 

God comes to Eeign, in glory infinite ! 
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SUGGESTIONS FROM GOD's MERCY IN THE GOSPEL OP 

THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 

LXXVI. 

With reverent footstep and a thoughtful mind. 
Let US advance to more exalted height, 

Whence Life's true outline and result defined, 
Shall dawn with more precision on the sight ; 

And expectation and experience be 

True help to soul responsibility. 

liXXVII. 

Ah, Christian Wayfarer, it well beseems. 
For thy right conduct on the varied way. 

That what the world erratic progress deems. 
Should have to thee nor vexing or dismay, 

But by God's grace, be mode of true advance 

Through time, to life's supreme inheritance. 
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Lxxvni. 
So, all the ronghness there will surely be, 

And every burthen thou art called to bear, 
The toil and sorrow and all mystery. 

Nights charged with weariness, as days with care. 
May be referred, without a wail or fret, 
To Him whose mercy never failed thee yet. 

LXXIX. 

A Fret is only weak and feeble cry 

Out of a tangled sense of discontent, 
A querulous upheave of misery. 

Fear in a wail of captious outburst spent, 
A coward murmur, and the sharp retreat 
Of timid doubt lest conflict be defeat. 

LXXX. 

Nay, though exemption for us there is none. 

The common lot our certain heritage, 
Yet brave, true heart has no desire to shun. 

With head averted, life's stern battle-gage, 
But with firm foot, stout heart, and lifted eye. 
Fights the good fight, and joins the warrior cry. 

liXXXI. 

Falls a loved comrade ? dies a treasured friend ? 

Intrudes fierce onslaught into heart or home ? 
Is the shield dinted ? does the good sword bend ? 

And thrusts and blows with quick vehemence come ? 
Lo, with undaunted front, and quiet smile. 
The soul hath placid calm and cheer the while. 
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LXXXII. 

For never passing Fret, or craven fear, 

Befools and frightens, if the faith be stayed 

On Him, who in the strife is always near, 

And in whose might we need not be dismayed, 

For He is Strong, and strengthens by His power. 

And He upholds through every troubled hour. 

Lxxxni. 
Ah, what a History of truest love 

Is that which so enchains and cheers the heart. 
How blest the joy its mighty power to prove, 

And in Christ's service taking humble part 
To follow Him, and do His holy will. 
With pm*e delight and growing fervour still. 

LXXXIV. 

Hast thou a heart-ache, deep, profoundly deep ! 

A throbbing ache, of solemn secresy ? 
Who knew, and knows, how sad it is to weep 

Tears, bitter, silent tears, so well as He ? 
Nay, hide it not from Him, who wisel}^ knows. 
And w^aits the confidence a true love shows. 

LXXXX. 

Is there about, or in the home, such grief 
As stirs thy soul to overwhelming woe ? 

Bethink thee, where and how to find relief. 
Where but to Him in thy despondence go ; 

For He, the Lord of Life, lived sadly lone, 

XnA made the griefs and cares of time His own. 
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LXXXVI. 

Do coils of disappointment round thee twine, 
And sorrow hold thee with tenacious hand ? 

O man of Sorrows ! in thy life combine, 
Lessons of patience, teachings to withstand. 

And rest and peace on Thy good will attend, 

Thou heavenly Comfoi^ter ! Thou Faithful Friend ! 

Lxxxvn. 
O weary weariness for that, alas ! 

Sin so usurps triumphant rule and power, 
That thus despondent failures come to pass, 

And clouds obscure the soul's meridian hour; 
Nay, but remember, whatsoe'er the grief, 
Christ's life and mission were for soul-relief. 

L^xxvni. 
And all the purpose of that gentleness, 

His wonderful example high and pure. 
Was sin's tyrannic harshness to suppress. 

And institute a kingdom to endure. 
Where the great King of Kings should hold His throne 
And hearts and lives their glad obedience own, 

LXXXIX. 

Sickness ! art sick or weary ? ah, how kind. 
He was to weary ones, the sick and sad ; 

Cleanse for the Leper, eyesight to the Blind ; 
Making the Widow's desolation glad ; 

Art sick or weaiy ! think'st thou He can be 

Forgetful, or indifferent to thee. 
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xc. 

Nay, think it not, — or fret, — but be at peace, 

For He is not like any other friend, 
Whose love may falter, change, too often cease. 

While this Friend, loving, loveth to the end, 
Hath remedy for every pain and care. 
As all His Ways, and all His Words declare. 

xci. 
His Words ! gracious Words ! whose sweet record, 

And all the wonders of that pained life. 
Fill the loved pages of His Holy Word, 

Thy treasure store, with rich exuberance rife ; 
Cheer for all sadness, counsel for all need, 
Where soul-thirst slakes, the hunger-weary feed. 

xcn. 
How grand God's goodness is ! His love how great ! 

That thus in simple guise He speaks His Will, 
Points out our Way, declares our lost estate, 

Proffers His help, life's duty to fulfil. 
Gives glad assmnnce of the coming rest, 
And shows us how, in Christ, the soul is blest. 

xciu. 
There are who heed not, or who put aside, 

This Book of Books, and well to such may come. 
Fret, fancies, envious disoouteut and pride. 

Unstable thought, ill-regulated home. 
Contrasts with others, querulous complaint, 
X heedless world-life, with its crave and taint. 
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XCIV. 

These have no solace for a time of need, 

No refuge in a season of distress, 
No Guide through life's uncertainties to lead, 

Nor gentle words to soothe in weariness ; 
Alas for such, when waves of trouble roll, 
And night's encircling settles on the soul ! 

xcv. 
Fret ! they must Fret ! it is into the dark 

The feeble hands are stretched, and all the way, 
Filled with hobgoblin shapes, grotesque and stark, 

Leads at each footstep further from the day, 
And never blessed Hope sustains and cheers. 
Or holiest counsel dissipates life's fears. 

xcvi. 
But, Child of God ! when He has filled thy heart 

With His sweet love, and taught thee how to live. 
And thou in Christ, hast chosen the good part, 

The better part. His Spii-it waits to give. 
All shall be Well ! thy life, and all thy ways, 
A thankful tribute of unceasing praise. 

xcvn. 
Happy to live a Life so true and right. 

So blest and tranquil, that to thy dear Home, 
A sense of pleasant and suffusive light 

From every word and act of thine shall come. 
And all may see how in thy soul have met, 
God's grace, and hope of Ufe far better yet. 
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Aye, and the Coming sheds precursor ray, 

Of the Celestial, Everlasting glow. 
Which from the soul shall never pass away, 

But with perennial thanksgiving flow ; 
Thy Life, a Life in God, God's life in Thee, 
Boundless beatitude, eternally ! 

XCIX. 

Look up ! Look on ! There is no cloud or shade. 
All is bright radiance where the Saviour dwells ! 

And cheerful song, with glad respondings made. 
The sacred harmony exalts and swells ; 

Kejoicing thanks for life-long mercies given ! 

The glad activities and bliss of heaven ! 

c. 

blessed Life ! sweet, fair home and rest ! 

Unrufifled in its purity of joy ; 
Home ! with enfranchised spirits ever blest ; 

God's praise the happy heart's serene employ ! 
Sin, and Time's Fret, and all its trouble o'er ; 
Heaven's perfect peace. — Light ! Light for Evermore ! 
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CIjc Siltnl Srabf-5t0ne, 



W. H. B. DIED MARCH 23rD, 18.... 

IN HIS 16th year. 



The wide blue sky, with calm i)rofoun(l 
Holds sleepless watching overhead, 

And fragraut breezes, circling round. 

With soothing sweep their pinions spread 

0*er the green- sward that clothes the mound, 
Where rests my daad. 

II. 

The morning sunshine glancing light 
Touches with gentle glow the place. 

The mellow mid-day sparkles bright, 
And evening looks with tim'rous fac3, 

As stalks to lonely watch the night. 
With solemn pace. 
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in. 

The trembling grass is limp and long, 

Fitfully waving to and fro, 
While here and there its depths among 

The sturdy daisies quaintly grow. 
And gushing waves of bird-life song. 

Or come, or go. 

rv. 

A circling group of pensile trees 
Half shelter it, and half conceal. 

Obedient to the pilgi'im breeze 

That now would hinder, now reveal, 

While murmuring wild-wind melodies 
About it steal. 

V. 

Comes ever vagi'ant footfall near ? 

Comes ever glance from passer-by ? 
Startles and thrills the listening ear, 

As wandering breathings moan and sigh ? 
Yet never halting foot or tear 

Shows sympathy ! . 

VI. 

For why ? the smooth, white, Silent Stone 
No record bears of life or death ; 

No sculptured sorrow, fondly shown. 
Claims credence for the words it saith 

Nor rhyme, for child to waste thereon 
Its little breath. 
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vn. 

Not on a stone, — Stones wear away ! — 
*' Memorial " on my heart is made, 

And all the sheen of brightest day 
Could never make that record fade, 

Still legible, through gloaming gray, 
Or night's dark shade. 

vin. 
Impress of bygone times and things, 

"With outline sharply deep and sheer. 
The ebb and flow of ponderings 

That boom on love's despondent ear, 
With far-away sweet echoiugs, 

Precisely clear. 

IX. 

Of small soft hand, scarce felt in mine, 

The rapid foot that knew no fear ; 
Love- tendrils, wont to grow and twine 

Through every season of the year, 
Still blossoming, through gloom or shine, 

"With pleasant cheer. 

X. 

The listening heart that all believed, 
. How strange soe'er the tale I told. 
That every word of truth received. 

And garnered with tenacious hold. 
Joyed with my joy, or with me grieved, 

In credence bold. 
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XI. 

The outspring of unfolding days, 

The buoyancy of early prime, 
Fresh, guileless mirth of boyish ways. 

Mysterious lesson-heights to climb, 
The growing heed to blame or praise, — 

Life*s primrose time ! 

XII. 

The flow of ever new delight, 
Affection's joyous boundlessness. 

The cheer through weary day or night. 
The clinging clasp of fond caress. 

Youth's fearless frankness, exquisite, — 
No less ! No less ! 

XIII. 

And all the quick intelligence 

That gleamed upon the fair, broad brow. 
The outspokenness without pretence, 

That dared its heap of love avow. 
The manliness of common-sense, — 

All present now ! 

XIV. 

Through duteous claims of every day. 
The exigence of passing things, 

The tangled coil on life's highway, 

The toil that time's exaction brings, — 

The listening heart still hears, alway, 
Their murmurings. 
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XV. 

Through all the ceaseless roundabout, 

Through rain or shine, through heat or cold, 

The worldliness of fear or doubt, 

Changes, time's turning leaves unfold, 

Above, below, within, without, — 
Lessons untold ; — 

XVI. 

There watcheth, — watcheth, — calm and still. 

Thought's ever sleepless sentinel. 
Whose test-word stayeth vagrant will. 

And biddeth every feeling tell 
Its Memory, — nor pass until 

Responding well. 

xvn. 

And so the matin of the soul. 

And so the vigil-mood agiee, 
And never cloudy mistings roll 

Their shading veil of mystery 
Across the clear — , or urge control, 

Or secresy. 

xvin. 
But in the glow of fadeless light 

Enshrined, with never crave to roam, 
With placid solace infinite, 

Where care's intrusions never come, — 
There, in love's during radiance bright, 

At Home, — at Home, — 

D 
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XIX. 

All that was mortal for awliile, 

HuHbed with a gentle hand to sleep. 

Vexed never more by changeful smile, 
Or cares, that o'er the conscience creep. 

With no surroundings to beguile, 
Or call to weep, — 

XX. 

Though years on years of hopes and fears, 
That since have come, and glided past, 

With sunshine bright or dimmed by tears, 
Have with this bygone been o'ercast, — 

Yet the long absence but endears, 
And binds more fast ! 

XXI. 

Ho — , words may have their quiet tone. 
All daily doings, simple guise. 

And what the Outward looks upon 
Demand nor tears, nor sympathies, 

Yet, through the heart, pass ever on. 
Love's Obsequies ! 

XXII. 

Nay, tell mo not my dear one's name 
Will, unrecorded, be unknown. 

Fade from remembrance, — while the blame 
Of negligent unheeding shown, 

Sliiill to my love bring thoughts of blame ;- 
Alas, Mine Own ! 
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xxui. 

The tracery may not be There 

For gaudy daylight's prying gaze, 
Or for the moon's cold, dreamy stare, 

Or yet the strange fantastic ways 
Of frolic phantoms of the air, 

Or wild wind's craze ; 

xxiV. 

The Silent stone, — the Nameless grave, — 
The whispered sigh of fitful breeze, — 

The grass that bonds w^th rustic wave, — 
Or daylight glancings through the trees, — 

Thought doth not rest, — nor may it have 
Repose in these ; 

' XXV. 

But in the Near, — or Far away, — 

Where'er it is, whatever it be, — 
Where, in the everlasting day. 

Is perfectness of purity, — 
There, my soul, lingering, loves to stay. 

To hear, — to see ! 

XXVI. 

For it is Better, better there, 

Where never tangled sorrows come. 

Or ever sense of fear or care, 

Or lure from innocence to roam ; 

But boundless blessing everywhere ; — 
The soul's true home ! 

D 2 
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* 

xxvn. 
Where never tears dim pure, bright, ejes. 

Nor comes, or troubled day or night, 
Nor heart-ache, — never anxious sighs, 

Or quick bereavements, exquisite ! 
Nor care's depressing mysteries : — 

But, — Life is Light ! 

xxvm. 
There, strives, with earnest, yearning gaze 

My soul, with unavailing peer. 
Admiring ever, still. His ways. 

Whose purpose, infinitely clear 
Claims, and commands my ceaseless praise, — 

And thankful fear. 

XXIX. 

He took my loved one from my love, — 
He broke the bonds we thought so true, — 

It may be. He would fondly prove 

How Faith would pass such trial through, 

And teach, with lesson from above. 
His Will to do. 

XXX. 

Blest be His Will, and blest His Way, 
Who always wills and does the best ; 

What joy to own His righteous sway. 
And on His gracious bounty rest, 

Glad, with thanksgiving, to obey 
His high l)ehest ! 
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XXXI. 

O for the Honest faith that waits, 

Patient and quiet, on His will. 
That neither quails nor hesitates, 

But, earnest, Duty to fulfil, 
With love's confiding estimates, — 

Hopes, — and is Still ! 

xxxn. 

Then, Life's great sorrows and its cares. 

Left all to His supreme control. 
Would be the mercy which prepares 

For holy habitude, the soul. 
Though tossing waves of vexed afiairs 

About it roll. 

xxxin. 
And Memories, though old and gray, 

And weary with a life-long grief. 
Would hold upon their placid way. 

Strong, in the strength of true belief, 
That tears, in view of Heaven's bright day. 

Are few, and brief ! 

xxxrv. 
Look up ! Look up ! God's loving care. 

Gentle and true, and kind, and strong. 
With constant heed to help and spare ; 

Watchful to guard, life's snares among, — 
Lest glozing aspects, everywhere, 

Deceive and wrong, — 
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XXXV. 

Will lead me to the Kesting place, 

"Where, my own Pilgiim Progress o*er, 

My home shall he the little space, 
My Loved one's home so long before. 

And we in Mother Earth's embrace, — 
Part never more ! 

XXXVI. 

Our freed Souls in the glad repose 
Of heaven's unalterable rest ; 

The bliss that from God's presence flows. 
On each rejoicing sense imprest ; 

Life, while to perfectness it gi-ows, 
For ever blest ! 

XXXVII. 

Wliat gladness gathered to the soul ; 

Wliat consciousness, profound, of peace ; 
While thought, with calm suffusive roll, 

Flows forth, in wisdom's glad increase : 
True holiness of self-control ! 

Life's full release ! 

xxxvin. 
Joy soaring on ecstatic wing, 

To satisfied, adoring Sight ; 
And everlasting solacing 

Of heart-contentment, infinite ; 
Love's reverent developing. 

In the pure Light I 
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XXXIX. 

And There, and Thus, to meet once more 

My Loved one, in the full array, 
And golden afiBuence and dower, 

Of heaven's eternal glow of day, 
And with Him, thankfully adore 

Our God, for Aye 1 

XL. 

No, — Trace we not the tell-tale line, 

But leave untouched the plain, White Stone, 

While memories with hopes combine 
In the true hearts, at home, alone ; 

At once the Record and the Shrine, 
Of love unknown. 

XLI. 

There, cherished with secreted care. 

In Sanctuary pure and tried ; 
Till life, emerging strong and fair. 

In heaven's bright beauty shall abide, 
At Rest, at Rest, for ever There, — 

And Glorified ! 

XLIT. 

Then other hand may write the Name, 
And tell the tale of life and death, 

While short and simple words proclaim. 
That I and Mine lie underneath ; — 

A Whisper, — without praise or blame, — 
From love's soft breath, 
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xLin. 
To tell, — They lived, and living, loved, 

Till Death was sent the joy to sever ; 
Then, by Christ's tender hand removed 

To Heaven, — where parting cometh never. 
They Live, — Life's full perfection proved,— 

And Love, — For Ever ! 
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C^e Sl^ip 01T Jfire. 



The '* Eastern City" was a nhip of 1,368 to/w, hound from Liverpool fo 
Melbourne. AU went well till «he held passed the Equator; but on the 
2Srd Auffust it was discovered that a Fire httd broken out in the fore-hold. 
This was about two o'clock in the afternoon, x x x x The Captain, 
Johnstone, whose co^nduct throughout the transaction appears to have been 
above aZl praise, at once ordered all the passengers and crew on deck. 
X X X X Aboui two o^clock in the afternoon of tlie 2Uh tfie Captain and 
a few of the passengers had gone into the after-cabin to get a little food. Before 
going down they had scanned the horizon greedily enough no doubt, but they 
cmtla inake nothing of it. O/t a sudden the cry arose on deck, " A Sail ! A 
Sail!" 

They all rushed up, but at first nothing could they see save a dark cloud on 
the horizon. Presently they caught sicjhA of something white. Was it a nail f 
Was it a gull t Was it life I was it de^th } It grew larger, more distinct, 
there coulaat length be no doubt - they were saved ! 

She was coming down, close by the edge of the sun's rays on the sea. Within 
half-an-hourfro7n the time the ship was first sighted, she bore down upon them, 
and cheering as only British soldiers and sailors can, the ship's company and 
troops on board "The Merchantman" passed under the stern of the burning 
ship. As she passed Captain Johnstone hailed them through his trumpet, " We 
are on fire Will you stand by us ? " — back came a voice from the good ship 
" Merchantman," *' Ay .' Ay ! " 

In a brief space the boats were got out from either ship, and first the icomeu 
and children were transported on board the troop ship, then the rest. Two 
hundred and twenty-seven persons were thus rescued from death without a 
single accident to any individual. At about tico o'clock a.m., when the trmtp 
ship stood away, the ** Eastern City " was in a bright blaze, alow and aloft, and 
soon the masts went, and the burning hull was Uft to her fate. The last her 
Captain and passengers and crew saw of her was a black cloud in tfte 
distance, floating in the morning air. — "The Times" — Leading Article- 
November 4th, 1851. 

Morning ! all speedeth well : the bright hot sun 
Lights up the deep blue wave, and favouring breeze 
Fills the white sails, while o'er that Southern sea 
The Ship, with all the busy life within. 
Holds on her Ocean course, alone, but glad ! 
For all is yet, as all has been the while. 
Since the white cliffs were left, without or fear, 
Or danger, to those hundreds gi'ouping now, 
Upon the sunny deck. 
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Tfie Ship on Fire. 



I. 



Fire ! 





Flre!- 


- Fire! 


jH'ire ! 
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Scorching smoke in many a wreath, 
Sulphurous blast of heated air, 

(xrim presentment of quick death. 
Crouching fear and stern despair, 

Hist, to what the Master saith, — 

" Steady, Steersman, Steady there ! ''- 



Ay! Ay! 



m. 

To the poop the women led. 

Children helped by stalwart men, 

C'almly, firmly mustered. 
All the Crew assemble then. 

And to Orders briefly said. 

Comes the sharp response again. - 



Ay! Ayl 




IV. 

'^ To the Mast-head," — it is done, — 
*'Look to Loeward," — scores obey, — 

*' And to Windward,'* — many a one 
Turns, and never turns away, — 

Steadfast is the word and tone, 

''Man the Boats, and clear away ; " — 



Ay! Ay! 
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V, 

Hotter ! Hotter ! — Leave and strain ; — 

In the hollow, on the wave, — 
Pump ! and flood the deck again, — 

Work ! no danger daunts the brave, — 
Hope and trust are not in vain, 

God looks on, and He can save ; Ay ! Ay ! 

VI. 

Desolate ! all desolate ! 

Nothing, nothing to he seen, — 
Wait and watch, and hope and wait, 

Hope has never hopeless been, — 
** Men, ye know that God is great, 

" Would He, — He can intervene ; " Ay ! Ay !i 

vn. 
** What above ? '* — nor sail, — nor sound, — 

** Leeward ? *' — nothing, — far or near, — 
'' What to Windward ? "—to the bound 

Of th* horizon, all is clear, — 
Yet again the words go round, 

** Work men, — Work, — we dare not fear:" Ay! Ay! 

VIII. 

From a heavy lurch abeam. 

Struggling, shivering, reeling back, — 
Crash ! — with rush, and shout, and scream, 

Comes the fore-yard, with its wrack. 
Crushing hope as it might seem, — 

*' Steady ! — keep the Sun-line track : " -Ay ! Ay ! 
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rx. 
All is Order !— ready all ! 

Watching in appointed place 
Underneath the smoky pall, 

Firm of foot, with tranquil face. 
Resolute, — whate'er hefal,- — 

Holds the Captain's measured pace : Ay ! Ay ! 

X. 

Hotter ; Hotter ; Hotter, still ! 

Backward driven every one ; 
All in vain the various skill, — 

All that man may do is done ; — 
'* Brave hearts ! strive yet with a will, — 

** Never deem that hope is gone — : " Ay ! Ay ! 

XI. 

Hist ! — as if a sudden thought 

Dare not utter what it knew, — 
Falls a trembling whisper, fraught 

As of hope, to frightened few ; 
"With a doubting heart-ache caught. 

And a choking — *' Is it true ? " — : Ay ! Ay ! 

XII. 

Then it comes, '* A Sail ! A Sail ! "— 

Up from prostrate misery, 
Up from heart-break woe and wail, 

Up to shuddering ecstasy ; — 
** Can so strange a promise fail ? *' 

'' Call the Master,— let Him see ! '' Ay ! Ay ! 
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xni. 
Silence ! — Silence ! — Silence ! Pray ! 

XXX 
XXX 
XXX 

XXX 
XXX 

XIV. 

Everj' moment is an hour, — 

Minutes, long as weary years, — 
While with concentrated power. 

Through the haze That clear eye peers, — 
" No," — " Yes,'' — " No,"— the strong men cower, 

Till He sighs, — faith conquering fears. *'Ay ! Ay ! " 

XV. 

Riseth now the throbbing cry, 

Bom of hope and hopelessness ; 
Iron men weep bitterly, 

Unused hands and cheeks caress, — 
Feeling's wild variety : — 

Strange and heartless were it less : Ay ! Ay ! 

XVI. 

Through the sunlight's glittering gleam. 

On old Ocean's rugged breast, — 
As a phantasy in dream, — 

Yet beyond all doubt confest, 
Comes the ship, — God's gift, they deem. 

Ah, " He over-ruleth best : " Ay ! Ay ! 
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xvn. 
Coming ! — Come ! — that foremost Man 

Shouts, as only true heart maj^, — 
'' Ship on Fire ! ''—'' you will T'—'' you can ?''— 

'' Near us, for the rescue, stay ! '* — 
Almost as the words began. 

Answering words are on their way, Ay ! Ay 



xvni. 

'* Ay ! Ay ! *' — words of little worth 

But as imaging the soul ; — 
See, the Boats are struggling forth, — 

Marvel ! — how they pitch and roll, 
On the dark wave, — through the froth — 

— God can bring them safe and whole :• 



■Ay! Ay! 



XIX. 

Have a care, men ! have a care ! 

Steady, — steady, to the stern — 
Now my brave hearts, — handy there — 

— See, the deck begins to burn ; — 
Child and Woman : — soft and fair ; — 

Go, — Thank God, — be quick, — Return : 



•Ay ! Ay ! 
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XXI. 

Blistering smoke all dim and red. 

Writhing flakes of lurid flame, — 
Decks that scorch the hasty tread, 

Shuddering sounds, — as if they came 
Wailing from a tortured bed ! 

" Boatswain, call each man by name : " Ay ! Ay ! 

xxn. 

Strong sad men now, one by one. 

At the voice which all obey, 
Silently, till all are gone. 

Fill the boats, and pass aw^ay. 
And the Captain stands alone ; — 

Has he not done well the day ! Ay! Ay 

xxiii. 

X X X X 

X X X X 

X X X X 

X X X X 

X X X X 

X X XX 

XXIV. 

that Boat-load ! — anxious eyes, — 

Hearts, where painful throbbings swell. 
Watch and wait, — with symj)athies 

Far too deep for tongue to tell. 
All suppressed are words and cries, — 

Surely it will all go well ! Ay ! Ay ! A 
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XXV. 

All Is Well ! that Man so true 

Stands upon the stranger's deck, 
And a thrilling pulse runs through 

Those glad hearts, which none may check, — 
Listen to the wild halloo ! 

Rainbow joy, in fortune's wreck : Ay ! Ay 

XXVI. 

Pah ! — a rush of smothered light 

Bursts the staggering ship asunder, — 

Lightning flashes, fierce and bright, — 
Blasting sounds, as if of thunder, — 

Dread destruction wins the fight 

Round about, above, and under : Ay ! Ay 



XXVII. 

Gliding through the rigging's maze, 
Hither, — thither, — wild and free, 

Yards and Masts are all ablaze 
With a fiery blazonry, 

And the good ship heaves and sways, 
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XXIX. 

Come away ! we may not stay, 

All is done that man can do, 
Let us take our Onward way, 

Life has claims and duties new, 
God is a strong help and stay ; 
. He can guide all sorrow through ! Ay ! Ay ! 

XXX. 

Thanks unceasing ! thanks and praise ! 

For His great deliverance shown, 
Let the remnant of our days 

Testify what He has done ; 
Marvellous ! His loving ways ; 

Merciful ! as we have known : Ay ! Ay ! 

And so the Good Ship Merchantman sailed on, 
With double freight of life, and God's kind care. 
Till at the Cape, the rescued voyagers left 
To other kindness of the dwellers there, — 
She spread her sails again, and went her way. 
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Cfet laisg. 



A TRUE HISTORY. 



I. 

Come hither, dear one, sit thee down 
Upon the greensward sweet. 

Here, on the lofty upland's crown 
Where wandering wild winds meet, 

To think out quiet thoughts upon 
The Daisy at our feet. 

II. 
It is not great, it is not tall. 

Sweet fragrance it has none. 
It is not beautiful at all, 

Nor special grace hath one ; 
Its white and yellow coronal 

Scant flattery has won. 
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111. 
Id lowly home among the grass 

With sturdy neatness kept, 
Its little day-times came to pass, 

And dainty growings crept ; 
The Summer knew how blithe it was. 

The Winter how it slept. 

17. 

For many a year, and many a year, 

A thousand vears and more, 
Aye, thousands upon thousands, here, 

The Deluge long before, — 
Old Centuries, with boundless cheer 

Have touched, and passed it o'er. 

V. 

And in the long-ago so dark 

When never man was near. 
Her nest, close by, the jocund lark 

Built, without thought of fear, 

* 

Uprising thence with none to mark. 
And onlv God to hear. 

V 

TI. 

And there the timid hare would come, 

And there the painted fly, 
And there small insect find a home. 

And there the cattle lie, 
With never check or fear to roam. 

From any passer-by. 

e2 
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yii. 
And shine or storm, and rain or heat 

Would work their varied will, 
The wind career, or tempest beat. 

And come or drought or chill. 
Here placidly, all change to greet, 

The Daisy flourished still. 

VIII. 

Until, when rose primeval race. 

Scarce clothed ; unkempt, untaught, 

And heedless footsteps passed the place 
With dreamy idling fraught, — 

The little, smiling, patient face, 
Man's recognition caught. 

IX. 

So, when the cruel Druid rites 
* Defiled the champaign wide. 

And hoary priests through shuddering nights 

All nature's laws defied. 
While foul pretence, and ghastly sights 

Scorned darkest deed to hide. 

X. 

And down the stream of changing time 

As Briton strove with Dane, 
And Saxon waxed, attained to prime. 

Struggled, and waned again. 
When Norman came to crush; and climb, 

To conquer, and retain. 
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XI. 

And ever tlirough the tumult roar, 

And ever, rlianges through, 
The wild winds rushed the Daisv oVr, 

And softly fell the dew. 
And now the scorching heat it hore, 

Then Winter's chilling knew. 

Till often from a mountain height 

Would glare the Beacon red. 
And, gathering through the livelong night 

Responsive footfall sped, 
As came the dawn, to fight the fight 

Around the Daisv bed. 

XIII. 

With heedless rush, how often then, 

The struggling conflict pressed. 
And plunging tread of horse or men 

Crushed down the frightened crest, 
And to the fond familiar ken 

The fragile life distressed. 

XIV. 

Yet patience !— falls the soothing shower, 

And smiles the sunny ray. 
And first the leaf, and then the flower, 

Perks up, as best it may. 
Till comes, with times reviving power, 

Again life's holiday. 
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XV. 

And fresh and fair, and young and strong, 
The old, new, flowVet smiled, 

Listened again to young lark's song, 
And watched the rahbit wild, 

As when, the bygone things among. 
Old Time was but a child. 

XVI. 

And ever, as the burthened years 
Scored up their records drear. 

The ebb and flow of hopes and fears 
Would swell, and disappear. 

And time and life be sad with tears, 
Or glad with growing cheer. 

xvir. 

For there and then the old faith grim 
Would scoff and scorn the new. 

Blind venom bubbling o'er tlie brim 
With hate against the true. 

As with perception sure, but dim, 
The better Knowledge grew. 

xviii. 

And so the conflict grew again. 
And hearts were strangely stirred, 

Till through the mental toil and paiii 
And zeal, that often erred. 

Came light and right, — for ne'er in vain 
Is God's sweet Gospel heard. 
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XIX. 

So life lived on, and light outspread, 

While time still gathered store, 
As old folk heard, and young folk read, 

The Book's exalting lore, 
And step by step glad souls were led 

Through Freedom's sacred door. 

xx« 

And now we sit all conscience free, 

And talk our talk at will, 
Our land the home of liberty, 

Our hope, for better still ; 
Please the Good God to let it be, 

And every hope fulfil ! 

XXI. 

And wherefore not ! while at our feet 

With speechless voice, her tale 
The Daisy tells, in accents sweet. 

And aim too pure to fail, 
Too true for folly to defeat 

Or cavil to assail. 

XXII. 

In fairest shine or deepest shade. 

That long, long bygone through. 
Mid all the tumult storms have made, 

And all time's much ado. 
All floral beauty born to fade, — 

The old ways and the new ; 
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xxni. 

The birth and death of countless things, — 

The merry bird or bee, 
The eagle strong on mighty wings, 

The wilding on the lea. 
The cheer that health's enjoyment brings,— 

Life's often misery ; — 

XXIV. 

The day unchequered by a cloud, — 
Cloudland's so wondrous joy, — 

Stillness, that laughs or sighs aloud. 
The tempest's mingled ploy. 

Night's dark delight, the stany crowd. 
Life's pleasure or alloy ; — 

XXV. 

Staiiling pulsations, that impress 

Memorial on the time. 
The flickering light- wind's soft caress. 

Deep thunder voice sublime. 
Life's grandeur, or its littleness. 

Benevolence or crime ; — 

XXVI. 

The sway of shrouded mysteries 
That moan on troubled way, — 

All nature's glad simplicities, 
The morning's sprightly play. 

Or evening's musing melodies. 
Night's advent or decay ; — 
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xxvn. 
The warp and woof of daily life, 

Its web of smiles and tears, — 
The world's disturbance, toil and strife. 

Home's hopes, desires and fears. 
Upheave of circumstances, rife 

"With change, that daunts or cheers ; — 

XXVIII. 

Time's hurly-burly, loud and rude, 

Its harsh and heedless ways, 
Impeiiinences that obtrude, 

Alternate blame or praise. 
Pert self-assertion, false or crude, 

World-cheatery and daze ; — 

XXIX. 

Nor only thus, — but all the true. 

The glad, the good, the pure. 
The faith that, frightened, trusts anew,^— 

Good hope that must endure, — 
The friendly hand that ne'er withdrew ; 

Reliant counsel sure ; — 

XXX. 

All brave endurance of defeat 

In life's stern conflict strong ; 
The wise advaruce, the calm retreat. 

Sagacious pondering long ; 
All courteous charities complete, 

Time*s often wrongs among ; — 
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XXXI. 

The gentle thoughts and deeds of love,- 

Kind ministr}' of aid, — 
Strong words that hasten to approve, 

The good words promptly said, — 
All honest effort to remove 
The scars sharp wounds have made ; — 

XXXII. 

Aye ! through the strangely varied all. 

The little things or great, 
That in the passing hour hefal, 

Or on long ages wait. 
Love's festival, or funeral. 

Affairs of home, or state ; — 

xxxni. 

AVhatc'er humanity has known 
Of change, advance, or care, — 

Each Spring That Daisy bud has blown 
To greet the Summer air. 

The same soft grass about it gi'own, 
Its safe snug home been there ! 

xxxrv. 
A little thing ! whose voice of cheer 

Hath teaching true and wise, 
That well deserves attentive ear, 

And lessons good suj)plies, — 
Its accents all precise and clear 

In truth's own simple guise; — 
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XXXV. 

Not to the WoDderful or Great 

Does God restrict His care ; 
Nor is it things of high estate 

His sole remembrance share ; 
Nor does His mercy only wait 

On beautiful and fair; — 

XXXVI. 

He put the Daisy in its place 

And fixed its roundabout, 
He gave the unpretending grace, 

Quick life, within, without. 
Devised the gentle, smiling face. 

The earth-grip strong and stout ; — 

XXXVII. 

And there, through the Old rugged times, 

The New, more polished, years, — 
Life's sunshine, and sweet Wedding chimes, 

Its shadows, cares, and fears, — 
Time's countless grievances and crimes, 

Its shifting hopes and fears ; — 

XXXVIII. 

Part of God's wonderful domain. 

His making, and His care, — 
His Flower upon the greensward plain, 

It lived His love to share ; 
No thought of change, or aught to gain 

Outside its birthplace there ! 
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XXXIX. 

And so the History is told 
Of how the time has sped, — 

So, to enquiring thought unfold 
The pages we have read ; 

The Daisy life, or young or old, 
How lived, how nourished. 

XL. 

Ah, surely, dear one, there may be 

A gentle thought herein, — 
Suggestion kind for you and me 

Thencefrom some good to win, — 
Whence, taught the true humility. 

New life-thought shall begin ! 

XLI. 

If God so shield and keep the flow^er 
Its fragile life-time through. 

Nourish by sunshine and the shower. 
Maintain, refresh, renew. 

Dost thou not think His loving power 
Will much more care for you ! 

XLn. 
Though surely comes the change and care. 

Oft w^eary night and day. 
And sorrow haunts us everywhere. 

And oft perplexed our way, — 
Yet, we the common lot but share. 

Life's common law^s obej*. 
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XLIII. 

Comes Lurried blast of trouble near, 

And bends, as it would break ? 
Is rugged pathway, harsh and drear. 

The road we have to take ? 
While fellow-travellers, filled with fear, 

Forget us, and forsake ? — 

XLIV. 

Eemember ! howsoever weak, — 

God is Thy strength and stay. 
Neglect not His wise help to seek. 

His guidance on thy way, 
And, though no friend is nigh to speak, 

He hears, if thou dost pray. 

XLV. 

Thou walkest often where thy feet 

Feel sadly insecure. 
And fierce indeed the weary heat 

Thy heart must needs endure. 
Yet, God is ever cool retreat. 

High rock, and shelter sure ! 

XLVI, 

Bethink thee! God, so great and good. 

Is not disturbed like thee, — 
Events by thee misunderstood 

Because thou canst not see. 
Are, through thy own most troubled mood. 

To Him, simplicity ! 
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XLATEI. 

Nay, but how oft we vex in vain 
Our hearts, — how oft deceive, — 

Though comforts thicken, we complain, 
Instead of gladness, grieve, — 

As though the Counsel were but vain 
Our wants to Him to leave ! 

XLVIII, 

Methinks that love is truest, best. 
Which loves to show its love ; 

The love that loves to be at rest. 
Nor needs the love to prove, — 

The love by action manifest. 
All question, far above ! 

XLIX. 

Such be the love, to God We bring, 

A hearty love, and true ; 
A life that, living, loves to sing 

Time's chequered changings through,- 
The pleasant life of oflFering 

To Him, the homage due ! 

L. 

Thus, dear one, while we sit us down 
Upon the green-sward sweet, — 

Here, on the lofty upland's crown. 
Where wandering wild-winds meet, 

We muse, with quiet thoughts, upon 
The Daisv at our feet ! 
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I. 
Flowers Amaranthine ! Leaves of changeless gi*een ! 

Hearty acclaim from all the good and true ; 

Beauty's pure homage, graceful honours due ; 
Hail ! for the Hero ! Hail ! on World-wide scene ! 
There strideth hitherward, strong man, I ween. 

Proudly defiant, while the concave through 

Eing trumpet clangour, and a wild halloo ; 
And sword and hreastplate flash their lightning sheen ! 
Ha ! but there trails behind, a moaning crowd, 

Hearts desolate and homeless ; and there rise 
Sad lamentations, and despair avowed ! 

The Widow's wail, and Children's tangled cries. 
Honour the Brave ! the claim though disallowed ; 

War has too solemn woes and miseries ! 
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II. 

Who is the Hero ! lo, in grand array, 
With panoply and pageantry of state, 
And glittering garniture, and welcomes great, 

In lusty tones from hosts beneath his sway, — 

Room for the Rich ! free largess strews the way. 
And hand profuse makes reckless pact with fate, 
Doling out purchase-fee at thronged gate, 

Where luxury fetes its humour day by day. 

Alas for Riches ! when the rebel heart 
Makes golden calf out of its proper good, 

And, apathetic, worships all apart, 

DiflFusive impulse slighted or withstood : 

Hero not Thou ! from out life's sordid mart. 
However bold and arrogant thy mood. 
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III. 

Leaves Evergreen, — with fresh and fragrant flowers ! 

Who Cometh, then, the Chaplet wreath to claim } 

List ! the tumultuous voices shout a Name ; 
While flattery boasts incomparable powers. 
The eloquence that upward grandly towers, 

Climax concentrated, and pith of fame. 

Moving a Nation or to praise or blame. 
Till rivals yield, and opposition cowers. 
A-well-a-day ! though flattered and up-raised 

To giddy eminence of thankless toil. 
Thy brow is furrowed, and thy heart amazed 

Knows, and laments, the swell and sharp recoil 
Of popular voice, and how the eye is dazed. 

With the world's turbulent mockery and moil ! 
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IV. 

Give place ! to grouping of wild Reveliy, 

The joyance and frivolity of cheer ; 

Glad songs, melodiously thrilling, clear, 
And tales of merry times that used to be ; 
The minstrel roundelays and fantasie 

Of fairy lore, that young heart loves to hear. 

And narratives of times of stirring fear, — 
Plague or the famine, moaning dismally. 
Lo, many a hand is stretched to seize the prize. 

And groups of friends, presuming, claim the right. 
But Wisdom listens with averted eyes, 

Profound repugnance, and a stern affright, 
Till the loud tumult with its mysteries, 

Whirls, trackless, through the gloom of starless night. 
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V. 

Wreath Amaranthine, for a Hero's brow ! 

Who is the Hero that shall win and wear ? 

Alas, amid the gaudy haze and glare, 
Where votaries to various influence bow. 
And multitudes a grovelling faith avow, 

With reckless aptitude to do or dare, 

And little time to think, and little care. 
And scanty heed, though pureness disallow ! 
O bauble-hunting World, with gaze depressed. 

And greedy habitudes all purposeless. 
To wait on Thee, of Hero-Life in quest. 

What vexing wandering, and weariness ! 
How false and foolish, charged with all unrest 

Thy promise, fashion, prattle and impress ! 
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VI. 

Listen ! from out the depths where dull despair 
Holds its unsunned ahode, and sorrows deep 
With mildew taint in dismal silence creep, 

Where wants are many, hope and comforts spare, — 

With soothing words of solace for life's care. 
And ministry of help to hearts that weep, 
And urgent rousing to resist the sleep 

Of drear dismay, — there comes a voice of Prayer ! 

While kind, true hand uplifts the veil that hides 
The daylight from the dark where wretches gi'ope. 

Till into unaccustomed haunts there glides 
The promise, and expectancy of Hope ; 

While Patience to time's brighter aspect guides. 
And teaches Faith a holier creed and scope. 
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VII. 

O brave and beautiful ! the earnest zeal, — 

Self-sacrificing, with its holy aim. 

Life's ease and quietness, — its wealth and fame. 
To mitigate dull sorrow, and reveal 
Thoughtful solicitude for others' weal ; 

Bold disregard of worldly scorn and shame. 

Folly's loose merriment and scandal's blame. 
Strong faith to Persevere, and love to Feel ; 
The gentle touch that would not pain, but cheer, 

The whispered word suggesting hope and joy ; 
O blessed consecration, in the fear 

And Love of God, to His divine employ ! 
The welcomed toil to bring Christ's Gospel near, 

That souls may know the Peace without alloy ! 
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VIII. 



Who is the Hero ! He, who strong and true 

In God's Loved Service, renders devoir free, 

Teaching what blessedness and peace to be 
Christ-like, so rendering the homage due. 
With adoration ever glad and new ; 

Helping the throbbing heart to feel and see 

The happiness of holy fealty; 
The bliss of Patient Waiting, life-time through ! 
Lo, with a loving heed, and gentle tone. 

With quiet words, and aspect calm and bright, 
Strong in a strength far mightier than its own. 

And humble-minded in the world's despite ; — 
No Hero this by Poet Kecord known. 

Yet Grandly Good in AVisdom Infinite ! 
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IX. 

Hero ! to whom Life is a Battle-field ; 

Whose Faith is steadfast, and whose Hope serene ; 

Unselfish and unfearing, though the scene 
Of labour, never recompense may yield ; 
True Hero ! God will aid thee still to wield 

Thy weapons deftly, as thy wont has been ; 

And Amaranthine Chaplet, fresh and green, 
Is Thine, albeit yet bearing spear and shield ! 
Good Angels watch thee with a thankful gaze, 

The Spirits of the Just thy deeds approve, 
God helpeth mightily thy righteous ways, 

And waits to comfort with untiring love. 
Courage ! rejoicing in Eternal Praise, 

There cometh Eest, and Perfect Peace above ! 
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In Memoriam. 
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R. E. W. 



— AGE XXXVI. — 



-HER Husband sick unto death, — her C^ILDRE^^, (Six,) all vkry 

YOUNG, — 

Died, suddenly, August xi : — Buried August xvi : mdccclx** 



lie not afraid, only believe. — Mark v. 36. 

The Lord is very pitiful, and of tender mercy. — James v. 11. 

So he giveth his beloved sleep.— Psalm cxxvii. 2. 

Jesus said, 1^ hat I do thou Icnoivest not now, but tlwu shalt know 
hereafter. — John xiii. 7. 

With Christ, which is far better. — Philippians. i. 27. 

THEPiE, — Lie thee down, Thou gentle one ! 

The troubled journey endeth here ; 
The mystery of life is done. 

Thy discipline of hope and fear. 
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The brown earth offers thee her home, 
Affection's simple rites are paid ; 

And wo, with silent wonder, come 
To mark where thou to rest ai-t laid. 
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A narrow space ! for one whose love 
Filled many a heart with large deli :ht ; 

But, Christ remembers ! and Above 
Our souls will yet again unite. 



So, Fare- thee- well ! We lose the light 

That to our hearts from thine hath shone ; 

And Memory, peering through the night, 
Mourns that the pleasant Day is gone ! 



We would have kept thee, ah, how long ! 

It seemed thou had'st so much to do ; 
Love felt so fresh, and was so strong, 

We never thought this sorrow through. 



How could we think that cheerful heart, 
That pure, true smile, and beaming eye. 

Would never more their light impart, 
To all our coming histor}'. 



Aye, lie thee down ! 'tis well for Thee, 
The coil of life put all aside ! 

While crowding thoughts of things to be. 
Come to our souls with surging tide. 
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Long, swelling waves of pondering 
Roll on, with deep and solemn heave, 

And choking sobs of anguish bring ; 

And strange, despondent heart-ache leave. 



Yet, 'tis a wonderful release ! 

— Translation ! love w^ould rather say ; 
Here ! — There ! — Thy soul in changeless peace ! 

No Night, — but only brighter Day ! 



Good bye ! Good bye ! thou knowest now 
Death's blessed Rest ; Life's purest joy ; 

What ecstasy, thy heart-felt glow 

Of thankfulness, in Heaven's employ ! 



God comfort us ! His holy ways 

May be to us inscrutable ; 
Yet, ever, we will Wait with Praise 

On Him, who doeth all things well. 



He is our Refuge ! there we Rest ; 

God is our Strength ! we trust His Word ; 
And in His keeping, safe and blest. 

We leave our Loved one, — with the Lord ! 
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Ifsits Cl^rist, ^t same gesttrtran, 
Co-bag,— Jfnr (^btr. 



art jfirst* 



Just as Thou art ! — my Saviour, Lord, and King ! 
Of all true blessedness and peace the spring. 
Full treasure-house of every glorious thing. 

Be ever. Lord, to me ! 



Just as Thou art ! — the source of purest joy. 
With never passing shadow or alloy, 
Heart*s-ease and rest, — Thought's most serene employ, 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 
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Just as Thou art ! through all life's worst distress, 
Its often sorrow and much weariness, 
The Comforter Divine, to soothe and bless, 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 



Just as Thou art ! — in loneliness and gi'ief. 
When worldly solacings are scant and brief. 
The strong, kind hand to help with quick relief. 

Be ever. Lord, to me ! 

Just as Thou art ! — dear Lord, of all things best. 
The .soul's dehght, God's goodness manifest. 
Time's sweetest solace. Life's glad hope and rest. 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 
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Just as Thou art ! — Faith's infinite content, 
Love's precious and most pure embodiment, 
Safe Guide through Time's so perilous ascent, 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 

Just as Thou art ! — supply for eveiy need, 
The fount whence Mercy's flowings-forth proceed 
Through pastures green, where thou dost gently lead. 

Be ever. Lord, to me 1 



78 yestcs Christy tlie same Yesterday y &c. 

Just as Ihou art ! — when doubts and fears prevail. 
And friends and kindred droop, or foes assail, 
Eefuge and Strength, The Friend that cannot fail. 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 



Just as Thou art ! — bright Light for darkest day. 
Kind when I err, so watchful lest I stray. 
Listening with loving patience when I pray. 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 



Just as Thou art !•— of thine unbounded store 
Giving so freely at thy Open door. 
Help for the Present, blessings Evermore, 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 



yesus Christ, the same Yesterday, &c. 79 
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Just as Thou art ! — Nay, more and more, clear Lord, 
My will with thine in most exact accord, 
Loved Teacher ! by Example and Thy Word, 

Be ever, Lord, to me 

Just as Thou art I an all-sustaining aid 
In life's rough places. Safeguard through the shade. 
Stronghold wherein the heart is not afraid, 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 



8o yesus Christy the same Yesterday, &c. 

Just as Tliou art ! — while nor regret or fear 
Obscures the brightness, as, Heaven drawing near 
Hope looks within, with vision calm and clear, 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 



Just as Thou art ! — w^hen time and griefs are done, 
Each Promise perfected, and Home is w^on. 
Then, — There, — the Dearest, as the Holiest One, 

Be ever, Lor^, to me ! 

Just as Thou art ! — through all the changeless day 
While pass heaven's radiant cycles on their way. 
The All in All ! to Love,— Adore,— Obey ! 

Be ever, Lord, to me ! 
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, |jesus ! %t%m \ 



There was some time ago a Meeting —daily -for Prayer, for " Christians of 
every Denomination " held at Crosby Hall, in the City of London ;- - it was 
presided over by a Laynian, and the Invitation on the Placard outside the 
Hall was " for * any one' to go in, if only for live minutes." 

I went in one day at \ past One o'clock,— the time appointed being •' from 
1 till 2 o'clock every day," — and during the half hour, till 2 o'clock, there were 
Fix>e Prayers, and two short Hymns,— (or parts of Hynuis) -sung ;- the 

service closing ^rfcu^e/j^ at 2 o'clock ; about 100 persons present, -male 

and female. 

It was on Wednesday, September 7, 18... 

The whole impress was simple and solemn,— far above and beyond any 
thought of criticism,— the tone and manner highly devotional and earnest. 

The last of the Five Prayers was of peculiar character, very full of patho.s, -- 
the phraseology very scriptural, — somewhat quaint,— but with much evidence 
of holy feeling, and in the very spirit of wrestling,— believing,- prevailing 
prayer. 

It is impossible to exprean the pathos of tone and manner in which direct 
appeal and supplication, — the— " Oh Jesus, Jesus "—to come, and help, and 
bless ! was made ; — it was deeply, intensely moving, — I could but attempt by 
a simple record, to impress it on my own heart. 



Jesus ! Jesus ! come and save us 
From the sins that so distress, 

Make us all thy love would have us, 
Happy, in our trustfuhiess. 

Jesus ! Jesus ! cheering, healing. 

By the Holy Spirit's aid, 
Come, thy pardoning love revealing; 

So YfQ will not be afraid. 

G 



82 Oh, yesMs! Jesus! 



Jesus ! Jesus ! life is sadness, 
When it lives apart from thee ; 

Come, that it may be all gladness, 
Pleasantness, and purity. 



Jesus ! Jesus ! grant the blessing 
Of a calm, contented mind. 

That the joy of faith possessing. 
Perfect Peace our souls may find. 



Jesus ! Jesus ! watching o'er us, 
Lead us safely on our way. 

Thou the Light of Hope before us, 
Till the night shall change to day 



Jesus ! Jesus ! gently guiding 
By the path Thyself hast trod. 

For our ceaseless need providing. 
Help us till we Best with God. 



Fear T/iO» N'ol. 83 
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Fear thou not ; for I am icith thee : be not 
dismayed ; for I am thy God : I icill strengthen thee ; 
yea, I will help thee ; yea, I will uphold thee icith 
the right hand of my righteousness. 

Isaiah xli. 10. 



Fear not ! Although the Springs of Life are low, 
And shadows fleck the path on which we go, 
Be not dismayed, or yield the heart to fear. 
While God, with His Almighty help is near. 

Ah, fear not ! though oft disappointments come. 
Or unexpected sorrows vex thy home ; 
Though plan and purpose must be put aside ; 
The strangest path is safe while He is Guide. 

g2 



84 Fear Thou Nol 



Put up thy hand ! — God's hand is moved to thee ; 
Open thy heart I — He comes its care to see ; 
Fear not His loving counsels to obey 
Who never turned from anxious heai-t away. 



It may he thou would' st hesitate to tell 
Thy dearest earthly friend, what troubles swell, 
What surging billows o'er thy bosom flow. 
Yet surely God may Eveiy secret know. 



For He, in Christ our Lord, has bowed to feel 
Life's dire distress, and Waits, All- Wise ! to heal 
And not a pain or grief may pass us o'er, 
But He has borne such burthen long before. 



Trust Him and Fear not ! who so kind as He ? 
Mighty to Save ! let Him thy Saviour be ; 
He hears thy whisper, listens to each sigh. 
And knows how best true healing to supply. 




Fear not because thyself thou dost mistrust. 
He is Thy Righteousness, — the Good, the Just ; 
Fear not when hopes or joys delusive prove, 
He 18 Thy Friend, and His Unchanging Love, 



Fear Thotc Not, 8 s 



O blessed Calm and Peace for trouWod wav, 
BriglitDess and Beauty for be-clouded day, 
When the tired heart Christ's precious solace knows. 
And Rests on Him, in undisturbed repose. 



Fear not, Fear Not ! Child of God be Still ! 
Christ Loveth thee, and thus declares His Will, 
In sanctifying process Proves the Love, — 
As thou wilt Know, and Praise Him for, Above. 



86 Ever, 
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For Ever, shall the ransomed heart 

Kejoice in God's sweet love, 
And with thanksgiving take its part 

In the glad home above ; 
Ever, Ever, 

God's boundless mercy prove ! 

Ever, with joy retrace the way 

And discipline of time. 
How, though the feet might halt or stray, 

Through childhood, youth, or prime. 
Ever, Ever, 

God helped, with love sublime ! 

Ever, for Ever, shall the song 

Of grateful joy ascend. 
To Christ, to whom all thanks belong, 
The Everlasting Friend ; 

Ever, Ever, 
Praise, without change or end ! 



Never. 8 7 
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Never, through every varied scene 

The eye hath looked upon ; 
Never, where pilgrim foot hath been, — 

Life's duty to be done, — 
Never, Never, 

Hath the soul been alone ! 

Never, while heart and home were glad. 
And shone the pleasant light ; 

Never, when life was dark and sad, — 
Has failed God's guidance right, — 

Never, Never, . 
His Mercy Infinite ! 

Never, though heart and flesh may faint. 

And life be weariness. 
Will Christ refuse our soul complaint, 

Or, in our worst distress. 
Never, Never, 

Forget to Love and Bless ! 
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WRITTEN IN ** THE visitor's BOOK ''— GEORGE HOTEL, 



BANGOR. 

July 19Tff, 18— 



" A Visitor from the vicinity of London, 

" resting and solaced by the pleasantness 

" and comfort of this place, — Greeteth, thus, 

" other Travellers, who may look upon this page." 



Dost tbou not know that every flower 

Teaches by form and hue ? 
That sky, and cloud, have solemn power 

To cheer the good and true ? 
That every quickly passing hour 

Has lessons ever new ! 



Stanzas ivritten at Bangor, S9 



Dost thou not know that every one 
Has influence, small or great ? 

That every look, and word, and tone, 
Or good or ill create ? 

And Opportunity once gone. 

Becomes, '' Too late *' ! '^ Too late " ! 



Thou knowest this ? and flower, and sky, 

And every passing cloud. 
And Time's quick whisper, hurrying by. 

And thoughts tumultuous crowd, 
And all fife's change and mystery. 

Its warnings, deep and loud. 
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90 Stanzas written at Bangor, 




Are noted by thee carefully, 
And used by thee aright ? 

And gathered wisdom brings to thee, 
Reliance, calm and bright 

On God's all-wise supremacy ? 
His loving oversight ? 



And thou dost watch, to be, and do, 
The right, and good, and pure ? 

To cheer the downcast, help the true. 
Heart-aches to soothe and cure ? 

And, every hindrance pressing through. 
All bravely dost endure ? 



Stanzas written at Bangor. 9 1 



Then, — tranquil and contented heart, 
Light shines upon thy way ! 

Thine is indeed the better part 
Which ends in perfect day ; 

By Christ the Lord, thou loved art, 
Blessed, and safe, for Aye ! 



Be of good cheer ! God helpeth thee I 
And flower, and cloud, and sky, — 

And time, and opportunity. 
And all things passing by, — 

The method of His love shall be, 
His guidance. Up on High ! 
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Lines written in the Visitor's Book, 

Ullswater Hotel, IJllswater. 

August 25th, 1867. 



Coming — Going ! Meeting — Parting ! 

Sunshine — Shadow! Joy and Grief! 

Yearnings for the Real and Better, 

Lo ! Life-History, true though brief. 
Friend ! if through such changeful progress 

Thou dost follow the Best Guide, — 
God thy Father, — Christ thy Saviour ; — 

All is Well ! Whatever betide ! 



Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 93 



C0 Jlate. 



Written in Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 



A Wondrous Story, Kate ! — to which my heart 

Yearns, as to pleasantness, of Long-ago \ 
While memory has its records all apart, — 

Like Angel music floating to and fro, — 
Of Boyhood thoughts : and curious ponderings dee[) 

O'er symbol words ; — or joy of clear assent : — 
So on — though years with shadowy gatherings, creep ; 

Still a glad study of the wise Intent : 
Till Now, — with Birthday Prayer,— to my dear Chil<l, 

Comes the Old Book, with all a Father's love. 
And wish and hope, that her young heart, beguiled 

To Self-applied Interpreting, may prove 
How Pilgrim-living, — Christ-like, — meek and mild — 

Is Progress true, to Rest, in Heaven above ! 



94 To jfosephine. 
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On Her Birthday. 



Blessings on thee, Little One, 
Blessiilgs always, everywhere; 

God the Lord, through Christ his Son, 
Guard thee with His tender care. 

Smiling thy young life upon ; 

Child of hope, and faith, and prayer 



Blessings on thee ! health and peace. 
Pleasant sunshine cheer thy way, — 

Coinfortings that never cease. 
Happiness that comes to stay, — 

Holiness with sure increase, 
Sanctifying every day ! 



To yoscphinc, 95 



Blessings on thee ! God's kind hand 
Guide, on pathway fair and true, 

Help and strengthen, to withstand 
Sin's beguilings, ever new ; 

Thou, through all this Pilgi-im-Land, 
Glad His holv will to do. 



God be with thy early days ; 

With thee till thy work is done ; 
Watching, sanction all thy ways, 

Till life's victory is won. 
And begins thy heavenly praise ; 

Blessings on thee, Little One 
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T/ie/i spafce JesuSy saying, I am the Light of the 
World, he that foUoweth me shall not walk in dark- 
ness, but shall have the Light of Life, 

John yiii. 12. 

Light of the World ! whose kind and gentle care 

Is joy and rest ; 
Whose counsels and commands so gracious are, 

Wisest and best ; 
Shine on my path, dear Lord, and guard the way 
Lest my poor heart, forgetting, go astray. 
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Lord of my Life ! my soul's most pure desire, 

Its hope and peace ; 
Let not the faith thy loving Words inspire 

Falter or cease ; 
But be to me true Friend, my chief delight, 
And safely guide, that every step be right. 



My blessed Lord ! what bliss to feel Thee near, 

Faithful and True ; 
To trust in Thee without one doubt or fear ; 

Thy Will to do ; 
And all the while to know that Thou, our Friend, 
Ai't Blessing us, and wilt bless to the end. 



And Then, Then ! when sorrow's night is o'er. 

Life's Daylight come ; 
And we are safe within Heaven's golden door. 

At Home ! At Home ! 
How full of glad rejoicing will we raise. 
Saviour, to Thee, our Everlasting Praise ! 
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T//o?f iHialt guide me icith thy counsel, and afterward 

receive me to glory. 

Vs. Ixxiii. 24. 



Hallelujah ! God is near us, 
Guides our footsteps everywhere ; 

He can see, and He can hear us, 
Heal our sorrows, soothe our care. 

Hallehijah ! 
He will listen to our prayer. 
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Hallelujah ! praise and blessing 
For His love, in Christ our Lord ! 

He will to us, sin confessing, 
Pardon, and His peace accord. 

Hallelujah ! 
Thanks for His most precious Word. 



Hallelujah ! rest in Heaven 

Comes when work on earth is done ; 

Strength suiB&cient will be given, 
And life's victory be won. 

Hallelujah ! 
Praise the Lord, through Christ His Sou. 

Frrnn " Eeari Melodies,'' No. 101. 
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I will look unto the Lord ; I will icait for the God 
of my salvation : my God will hear me, 

MiCAH vii. 7. 



In daylight and darkness whatever may be 
Thy Guidance or Teachings to mine or to me ; 
My Hope, Lord — my Will, Lord — is always to see 
How wise the resolve is, to Look unto Thee ! 




Come sorrow, come sickness, come trouble or care^ 
Thy presence can help me the burthen to bear ; 
And while from temptation and sin I would flee. 
My comfort is only to Look unto Thee ! 
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weary and heartsore how often I feel, 
And wait on Thy mercy to strengthen and heal ; 
Then, blessed and precious, my one, Only plea. 
Be gracious, Lord, Lo ! I look unto Thee ! 



All bounty and kindness, and pardon are Thine, 
And Christ is Thy loved one, as He, Lord, is mine ; 
My weakness, and sadness, and want all agree 
To forsake all beside, and to Look unto Thee ! 



help me ! save me ! lead me aright, 
Through darkness and conflict, safe Home to the Light, 
Where Jesus, my Saviour, heav'n's glory shall be, 
And Gladness and Blessing be Looking to Thee ! 
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-W^ beloved is wine and I am His. 

CANTlCLfS ii. 10. 

Thanks be to Thee, Lord most high, 

For what Thy grace has done, 
For all Thy boundless charity, 
Kevealed in Christ Thy Son. 
For I am His, and He is mine, 
And that is joy and peace dixme ! 
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Bless us, Lord, with Thy sweet love, 

With life-long peace in Him ; 
And then shall come the home above. 
Where sight is never dim. 

For I am His, and He is mine, 
And that is joy and peace divine ! 

How often my poor trembling heart 

At thought of sin is sad, 
Till the Good-news Thy words impart 
Reminds me to be glad. 

For I am His, and He is mine. 
And that is joy and peace divine ! 

blessedness in Christ to rest ! 
What gladness and true joy ! 
Oneness of joy with all the blest. 
Oneness with their employ ! 
For I am His, and He is mine. 
And that is joy and peace divine ! 
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i?e5^ in the Lord, and icait patiently fo)* Ilhn. 

Ps. xxxvii. 7. 

We Wait, Lord, on Thee ; 

On Thee alone ; 
, Let Thy most holy Will 

In us be done ; 
Thy law of love instil, 
Teaching us, Lord, until 

It is our own ! 
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Where can we Eest beside, 

Where but in Thee ; 
Where, in all Patience Wait 

So tranquilly ! 
Thou, Lord, so Good and Great, 
Dost know our sad estate 

Apart from Thee ! 

And Eest that hath in Thee 

Its birth and life ; 
Hath never death, or pain. 

Or grief, or strife ; 
But changeless doth remain, 
The soul's eternal gain, — 

With radiance rife ! 

Rest of pure content, 

Eest in the Lord ! 
Heart-rest, which trusts with love 

Thy Holy Word ; 
That calmly Waits to prove 
The better Rest above 

Heaven will accord! 

blessedness to Wait, 

All patiently, 
Thy Will to apprehend ! 

Thy Way to see ! 
Till weary sin shall end. 
And the glad soul ascend 

To Rest with Thee ! 
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J/c thai taketh not his Cross, and foUoweth after me, 

is not icorthy of me. 

Mat. X. 38. 



Take the Cross, Christian ! 

Bear it on bravely ; 
Fear thou not, Christian ! 

Though life looms gravely. 
Christ is thy help and guide, 

He will befriend thee ; 
And through the darkest night 

Cheer and defend thee. 
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Serve the Lord, Christian, 

Ever adore him ; 
Faithfully, Christian, 

Waiting before him. 
Christ watcheth over thee, 

Lovingly guiding 
To his own home and rest, 

Blest and abiding ! 

Praise the Lord, Christian, 

Praise with thanksgiving ; 
Praise always. Christian, 

Whilst thou art living. 
Christ claimeth all thy love, 

Yield thee, with gladness ; 
Glad heart more honours him. 

Than heart of sadness ! 

Forward then, Christian ! 

Gladly and purely; 
Sing thy song. Christian ! 

Thou may'st sing, surely. 
On to the promised home, 

Where sin comes never, 
Life there is perfect peace, 

Ever ! For Ever ! 

Ycom " Ecari Melodies;' No. 8 9. 
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27(0?/ ivilt keep him in perfect peace lohose mind is 
stayed on thee, because he trusteth in thee. Trust 
ye in the Lord for ever, for in the Lord Jehovah 
is everlasting strength. 

Isaiah xxvi. 3, 4. 

Thou art, Lord, our Trust, 

And so our hearts have rest ; 
For Thou, the Holy One and Just, 

Art of all Friends the best. 



Mighty to help and save 
In all distress and fear. 

Thine ever-present aid we crave, 
Thy grace tO calm and cheer. 



Hyrmis with Music. 1 1 1 

Through all time's changeful ways, 

Its often pain and grief, 
The starless nights and clouded days. 

Life's pleasures few and brief, 

through it all, good Lord, 

Be our soul's Strength and Stay, 

Guide Thou our footsteps by thy Word, 
And sanctify our Way. 

O blest are they indeed, 

Whose trust abides in Thee, 
Whose consolations all proceed. 

From Thee, Great God, from Thee. 

For the Lord Jesus' sake, 

Sustain us by Thy love, 
Until we evermore partake 

True rest and peace above. 
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Thanks he unto God for Ills Unspeakahle Gift 

1 Cor. ix. 15. 
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How blessed and happy are they 

Who honour and follow the Lord, 
His counsel and precepts obey, 

And search, and delight ii. His Word. 
blessed and happy are they 
Who love, and who follow the Lord. 
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How blessed His mercy to know, 

To feel that our sin is forgiven ; 
To seek His true guidance below% 
And wait for the fulness of heaven. 
blessed God's mercy to know% 
And walk in Christ's footsteps to heaven. 

How happy to rest in His love, 

To listen with joy to His voice ; 
With patience to hope, till above 
The soul shall for ever rejoice. 
happy to rest in God's love, 
To praise Him, give thanks, and rejoice. 

How blessed and happy are they 

Who serve and delight in the Lord, 
Who know and are keeping His Way, 
And trust with good-hope in His word. 
blessed and happy are they. 
Thus trusting and serving the Lord. 
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Stand fast in the liberty tvherewith Christ hath made 

us free. 

Gal. v. 1. 



How pleasant, Lord,, the Life 
That lives indeed to thee, 

And finds rejoicing thankfulness 
In Christ's true Liberty. 




How blessed the delight, 
The rest of conscience given. 

When Thy sweet service, to the soul 
Is prelude glad of heaven. 
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Precious, liow precious ! Lord, 

Good-hope in Christ so true ! 
The sympathy with His pure will ; 

The joy that Will to do. 

Come then the often care. 

Deep shadows on the way. 
Naught w^ith our peace shall interfere, 

Or the soul's hope dismay. 

For Thou strong Refuge art. 

The heart's resort most sure, 
And the repose Thy mercy grants. 

For ever shall endure. 

Come, Lord, in Loving Power, 

Abide our souls within, 
That here, in tranquil thought and life 

Heaven's gladness may begin ! 
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/;i everything give thanks. Rejoice evermore. 

1 Thess. v. 16-18. 

Thankfully, thankfully, Lord, we retrace 
All Thy sustaining and comforting grace ; 
Thankfully, patiently, waiting to prove. 
Boundless and changeless. Thine infinite love ! 
Thankfully, Thankfully, thus we retrace. 
Lord, Thy sustaining and comforting grace. 
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Trustfully, trustfully, resting and sta^-ed, 
Strong in believing, we are not afraid ; 
Life has regrets, and though sin is our foe, 
Thou art our Friend, and we sing as we go. 
Thankfully, Trustfully, resting and stayed, 
Strong in Thy strength. Lord, and never afraid. 

Hopefully, hopefully, onward we press, 
Certain that Thou wilt uphold us and bless ; 
Watch Thou our progress, and lest we should stray. 
Guide us, and guard, and enlighten the Way. 
Thankfully, Trustfully, thus we press on, 
Hopefully earnest, till heaven be won. 

Joyfully, joyfully, then we will sing 
Blessing and honour and praise to our King ; 
Joyfully, Jesus our Saviour adore. 
Glad in the Light of His Love evermore. 
Thankfully, Trustfully, then we will sing. 
Hopefully, Joyfully, Praising our King. 



ir8 



Hymns with Music, 



D0» n. 





Let us come unto the throne of grace, that we may 
obtain mercy y and find grace to help in time of need. 

Heb. iv. 16. 

Holy, Holy, Holy Lord ! 
By thy Spirit and Thy Word 
Grace and peace to us accord. — 

Hear us, Lord, and bless ! 




Lo, we bow before thy throne, 
Frail and poor, yet still Thine own. 
Make Thy loving presence known. — 
Hear us, Lord, and bless ! 
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Strength and help, Lord, we crave 
In Thy service to be brave ; 
From the world's delusion save. — 
Hear us, Lord, and bless ! 

Fill us with a godly fear, 
Let us feel Thee ever near, 
Wliile glad hopes of heaven shall cheer. — 
Hear us. Lord, and bless ! 

Bless us with Christ's precious love. 

Elevating us above 

All that Thou dost disapprove. — 

Hear us, Lord, and bless ! 

Gracious Lord, our Saviour be. 
Give us rest and peace in Thee, 
Now, and through eternity. — 

Hear us. Lord, and bless ! 

From " UeoiTi Melodies,* No. 141. 
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Hymn for the Morning. 



Mt/ voice slmlt thou hear in the Morning, Lord ; 
in the morning will I direct my 'prayer unto thee, 

and will look up. 

Ps. V. 3. 

We thank and praise Thee, gracious Lord, 
For all Thy many mercies given ; 

For every promise of Thy Word, 

And hope of peace and rest in heaven. 

The morning by Thy watchful care, 
Is fresh with beauty and delight ; 

And ever new Thy blessings are, 
As comes the quiet fall of night. 
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Our health and comfort, friends and home, 
All happy life, and pleasant things, 

From Thine unceasing bounty come, 
And each its loving lesson brings. 

Teach us, Lord, to mark and learn, 
fhe kind instruction of Thy love ; 

From careless ways our footsteps turn. 
And show the path that leads above. 

Lord, we are weak, our guardian be ; 

Uphold, lest we forget, and fall ; 
Until Thy glory we shall see, 

Where Christ the Lord, is AH in x\ll. 

A new, glad song we then will raise, 
Love Thee, and honour, and adore ; 

Devote our life to ceaseless praise 

And thankful service, Evermore. — Amen. 
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Morning Hymn. 



All flesh shall come to worship before me, saith the Lord, — 

Isaiah Ixvi, 23 

All the earth doth worship Thee, 

All that liveth speaks Thy praise, 
And with cheerful voices, we 

Join a Morning Song to raise. 

Through each day. Lord, Thou dost keep, 

Guide and comfort us and hless. 
And the night's refreshing sleap 

Is Thy hush of tenderness. 
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Never ceasing mercy, Lord, 

From Thy circling bounty springs, 

While the teaching of Thy Word, 
Higher, holier blessing brings. 

Look upon our low estate 

For our Lord and Saviour's sake. 
And because our need is great 

Let us of Thy love partake. 

Cleanse our hearts from sinful thought. 
Keep our wayward will subdued. 

Till in us Thy likeness wrought. 
Life is loving gratitude. 

Thus prepared and sanctified. 

By Thy Holy Spirit given. 
All life's urgent need supplied. 

We will Wait the Eest of Heaven. 
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Evening Hymn. 
Thou makest the outgoing of the — Evening — to rejoice. — 

PSAL3I IXV. 8. 

When comes the quiet Evening hour, 

As in the Morning's brighter glow, 
With ceaseless love and boundless power, 

Lord, Thy streams of mercy flow. 




How good Thou art ! how kind and wise ! 

How mindful of life's every care ! 
And constantly as wants arise. 

So constant, Lord, Thy succours are. 



Hymns ivith Music, i 2 5 

But more than all, most of all, 
We thank Thee for Thy Holy Word, 

Each promise, and the loving call 
To follow, and to serve Thee, Lord. 

Write on our hearts Thy gracious will. 

Incline our feet to walk aright, 
Thy precepts on our souls instil, 

And grant us favour in Thy sight. 

Lord Jesu' Christ ! the hope and stay 

Of all who trust alone in Thee, 
Take all our stain of sin awav, 

Our Guardian and our Saviour be. 

Lead on our way with Thy strong hand, 

Sustain us by Thy mighty power. 
Until we reach that better land 

Where life is light, and night is o'er. 
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Be Thou my strong hahitation whereunto I may continually resort. 

Fs. Izxi. 3. 



Continually, Continually, Our Lord and God Most High, 
For succour and encouragement to Thee, to Thee, we cry ; 
Continually, for hope and peace, to Thee, Lord, we come, 
Our habitation strong and safe, our soul's delightsome home. 
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Continually, Continually, our life is filled with fear, 

And cares and sorrows on the path come thronging fast and near; 

Continually our helplessness craves shelter and supply, 

A refuge and a hiding-place, with walls and bulwarks high. 

Continually, Continually, our poor hearts feel their need. 

And learn with joy to comprehend that Christ is strong indeed ; 

Continually inviting us to come to Him for rest ; 

His power Almighty to protect. His love, of all, the best. 

Continually, continually, whate'er our weakness be, 
We know He can and will uphold, and bless right royally; 
Continually His boundless grace will comfort and sustain. 
Until with him for Evermore, our souls shall live and reign. 

From « Heart Melodies;' No. 207. 
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Domestic Even-Song. 



T/i^' Ti/w^ o/ the Offering of the Evening Sacrifice, — 

1 Kings xviii. 36. 

IjORd of the Day! accept the praise 
Our thankful hearts unite to raise, 
For hope and peace in Christ Thy Son, 
And all Thy mercies to us shown. 

At home, abroad, how kind Thy care, 
Thy help, life's varied toil to bear ; 
How safe the shelter of Thy love. 
Thy guidance to our Home above. 
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Lord of the Night ! thy hlessing gi'ant, 
Give all the grace our souls 45an want, 
That, sins forgiven, our hearts may rest. 
In calm and glad contentment hlest. 



Watch Thou about us while we sleep ; 
All whom we love in safety keep ; 
And when the Night of Time is o'er, 
Be Thou our Day- Spring evermore. 
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The Time of the Offering of the Evening Sacrifice. — 



1 Kings xviii. 36. 



Thanks be to thee, Lord, 

For yet another day, 
An Evening blessing now accord, 

To cheer us on our way. 

The fleeting hours have known, 
Each minute felt, thy care. 

And every passing moment shown 
How sure thy mercies are. 
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Smile ou this social hour, 

Forgive our every sin, 
And with thy sanctifying power, 

Abide our hearts within. 



Our friends and kindred bless ; 

Protect each happy home ; 
Comfort the night with quietness. 

And bid sweet slumbers come. 

For the Lord Jesus' sake 
Thy choicest gifts bestow ; 

And let us all thy love partake. 
The Life-Eternal know. 
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Eternal Life. 

1 Tim. vi. 12. 



Come on, Come on, dear brethren. 

Let us press on with cheer ! 
The prize we seek is glorious ; 

The shadows gather here. 
And oftentimes the clamours 

Of worldly things oppress ; 
And life hath tribulations,— 

Christ bade expect no less. 
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And we are often weary, 

And sin is very sad, 
But He, o'er sin victorious. 

Would have us strong and glad. 
And He will be our Captain 

To lead when foes assail ; 
And they, be sure, who follow 

His Guidance, shall prevail. 



So march we to the battle. 

With ready footstep quick ; 
It may be, where in conflict. 

The blows fall fast and thick ; 
Yet doubt not the assurance 

By Him, of timely aid ; 
While those who cleave most closely. 

Need never be afraid. 
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The boldest front is safest ; 

Nearness to Him the right ; 
To quail is full of danger, — 

To halt will lose the fight. 
And who would be such craven 

To tremble at the strife, 
Where Christ claims earnest service. 

And death is only life. 



Aye, if time's grievous perils 

Come thrilling us with fear, 
And mid surrounding noises 

Christ's voice we scarcely hear ; 
Oh, always He remembers. 

Though our poor hearts forget ; — 
Then trust we in His helping. 

And we shall conquer yet. 
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And conquering is triumph, 

And triumph brings us rest, 
The rest of ceaseless service 

Witli all the countless blest. 
And what priceless glory, 

The Welcome and Well done I 
And glad the soul's abiding 

With God and Christ his Son ! 



Come on, Come on ! dear brethren, 

'Tis Christ's own law of love, 
His Will, that through endurance. 

We gain our home above. 
Thus, marking well the pathway 

His weary feet once trod, 
We too shall come rejoicing. 

And rest in peace with God. 
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Thy Will be done in earth, as it is in heaven. 

Mat. vi. 10. 

Bright as fair summer day. 
Cheerful as bird at play. 
Joyous as roundelay 

Of sweet, soft tone. 
Is life, to hearts that bring* 
Praise to their God and King, 
While loyingly they sing, — 

Thy Will be done ! 
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How pleasant to abide 
Close to the Saviour's side, 
True friend and faithful guide, 

Who cheers us on ; 
Then, come or joy or pain, 
The sunshine or the rain, 
The souFs song shall remain, — 

Thy Will be done ! 



Ah, happy melody. 
Prelude of bliss to be. 
When life all sanctity, 

Our home is won ; 
Where faith is changed for sight, 
And in the perfect light 
Of pureness infinite, — 

Thy Will is done ! 
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in the heavens. 

Fs. cxxiii. 1. 



Upward, Lord, to Thee, 
Only to Thee 1 . 

The hopeful soul aspires, 
To Thee, to Thee ! 

All time or life requires, 

Itspui-pose and desires, 
Leaving to Thee. 
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How false the fickle world, 

Its promise fair : 
Uncertainties and fears 

How rife they are ! 
Yet the bright light appears 
When we, through many tears 

To Thee repair. 



Upward, Lord, to thee. 

Upward to Thee ; 
Through all life's much-ado 

We look to Thee ! 
Our hearts with fervour true. 
And yearnings ever new. 

Cleaving to Thee. 



What joy, when wearied thought 

Finds rest in Thee ; 
Profound and pure repose. 

With Th9e, with Thee ! 
blest indeed are those 
Whose life of living flows 

Upward to Thee ! 
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Thou blessed Lord our God, 

Saviour and King ! 
Lo, we with one accord 

Rejoice and sing. 
Grant us a cheering word, 
While to Thee, loved, adored, — 

True hearts we bring. 



Upward, Lord, to Thee 1 

Upward always, 
Our best delight shall be. 

Glad songs to raise I 
How soon Thy face to see; 
Then through eternity, 

Thank Thee, and Praise ! 
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Christ died for our sins, according to the Scriptures; 
was buried and rose again the Third Day, x x x 

//* in this life only ice have faith in Christ, we are 
of all men most miserable. 

But noic is Christ risen from the dead, and become 
the ^first fruits of them that slept. 

1 Cor. XV. 3, 19, 20. 



Break thy bonds, Almighty Saviour ! 

Death no longer may enfold Thee ; 
Lo, expectant time is watching, 

Life is yearning to behold Thee. 
Angel guards upon Thee wait, 
Lord and King, resume Thy state ! 



Occasional Hymns. 143 



Heaven Thy silence still is ponderinpf. 
With a reverent misgiving ; 

Earth its Calvary remembering, 
Hath no thought of life or living. 

Blessed Saviour ! lo, the day; 

O'er the tomb assert Thy sway ! 



In due season, at Thy bidding. 

Rolls the rude stone from its sealing. 

Hush and daylight inward creeping. 
Thy departure thence, revealing. 

Come !— fulfilment of Thy Word !— 

Resurrection-day, Lord ! 



All is finished ! Thou uprisest. 
Perfecting the wondrous loving. 

More than living, or the dying, 
God's so boundless mercy proving. 

Glorious Morning ! how divine 

Are those precious hours of thine. 
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Kisen Lord ! Thou source of blessings 
Ever pure, as ever flowing ! 

Grant us grace that our life-progress 
May be to Thy likeness growing ; 

And the impress of our ways, 

Record of our thankful praise. 



Lord of Life and Endless Glory ! 

Teach our souls to love and fear Thee 
And when Pilgrim-days are ended. 

Take us to be ever near Thee, 
Singing, ransomed souls among. 
Heaven's Eternal, Grateful Song. 
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They that go doicn to the Sea in ships, that do 
business in great waters; these see the ivorks of the 
Lordy and his wonders in the deep. For lie com- 
mandetlty and ralseth the stormy tvind which lifteth up 
the wares thereof x x X they cry unto the Lord in 
their trouble, and He bringeth them out of their dis- 
tresses XXX then are they glad because they be 
quiet, so He bringeth them unto their desired haven. 

Oh that men would praise the Lord for his goodness, 
and for Ids wonderful works to the children of men f 

Ps. cvii. 23. 

When breathes the soft and genial air, 

It owns, Lord, thy sway ; 
And when the storm blasts rage and tear, 

Thy servants, Lord, are they. 
And every wandering wind that blows, 

* 

Thy wise control and sanction knows. 
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Gladly, Lord, we would commit 
Our Life-voyage unto Thee, 

That whatsoe'er Thou see'st fit 
Our pleasant course may be. 

Thou at the Helm; our Pilot true. 

Life's perils, and all trouble through. 



Thou gracious Saviour, God, and Lord, 

We hope in Thee alone; 
Guide by the Compass of Thy Word ; 

Thy Will in us be done. 
And always, as we hear Thy voice. 
We will obey Thee and rejoice. 
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If dangers circle us about, 

The way all dark and drear. 
Solve Thou for us disturbing doubt. 

And banish every fear. 
Our Pole-star be through each dark night. 
Cheering and Changeless, Calm and Bright. 
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How helpless, blessed Lord, we are 

Without Thy constant aid, 
How strong and safe, when Thy kind care 

Bids us, *Be not afraid,' 
What heart-repose to trust in Thee, 
With faith's entire integrity. 



So be it. Lord ! until there come 

Our Anchorage of Rest, 
The everlasting joy of Home, 

Dear Home ! among the blest. 
Where our poor souls shall be at peace 
And join the songs that never cease ! 
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Bring your sacrifices every Morning. 

Amos iv. i. 



Praise ye the Lord I The morning light, 
And all things beautiful and bright, 
With one consent unite to raise 
Their thankful voices in His praise. 

For who but He, so great and wise, 
Life's universal need supplies ? 
And what but His Almighty power 
Protects through every passing hour ! 

Praise we the Lord ! Life's varied way. 
Where by-paths often lead astray. 
May yet, by favour of His love. 
End safely in the home above ! 
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For all the counsel of His Word 
Directs to Jesus Christ our Lord ; 
While precepts and example show 
The glad, right way, on which to go. 

Praise to the Lord ! His living truth, 
Brings rest to age, and strength to youth ; 
The guidance of His mercy given 
Leading straight on, through time to heaven. 

Bless us, Good Lord, we humbly pray-, 
Witli grace sufficient for our day. 
Until, life done, we join to raise 
The Everlasting Song of Praise. 
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Praise tvaitethfor Thee, O God, 

Ps. Ixv. 1, 



Praise ye the Lord! While gently fade 
Day's glories into Evening shade, 
All nature, and each living thing, 
To God their thankful tribute bring. 

The heavens, with all their bright array, 
His Will, with graceful heed obey. 
And earth's adorning, fresh and sweet, 
Rejoices humbly at His feet. 

Praise we the Lord ! His goodness guides, 
And for our daily need provides ; 
As ever, with the falling eve, 
His soothing comforts we receive. 
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Yet, of all precious gifts the best, 

His promises of peace and rest; 

The hope His blessed words afford 

Of boundless grace through Christ the Lord. 

Praise to the Lord ! He bends to hear 
Prayer's earnest plea, — knows all our fear. 
Sees how temptation tries the heart. 
And hastens succour to impart. 

Great God, accept our Evening Song, 
To thee our heart -felt thanks belong ; 
And grant, life's toil and sorrows o'er, 
That we may Praise thee Evermore. 
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The LorcVs mercies are new every Morniuff. 

Lam. iii. 23. 

OuK gracious Father,— Saviour, — Friend, 

How glad the heart may be. 
If all its trust and hopes depend 

On Thee, Great God, on Thee ! 

WTiat blessing in thy love for youth. 

What rest and peace for age ; 
How wonderful thy Word of truth. 

How wise its every page. 

For ceaseless want, and all our care. 

In Thee is full supply, 
And whatsoe'er life's perils are. 

Thy help is always nigh. 
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Each morning brings its group of need, 
And with the need thine aid; 

And though regi-ets to joys succeed, 
True hearts are not afraid. 

Yet for the Way so strange and new, 

Our feet demand a guide, 
Do Thou, Lord, our journey through. 

Wisdom and strength provide. 

For the Lord Jesus' sake uphold. 
Restrain, instruct and bless ; 

And thus in love to us unfold, 
Life's way of pleasantness. 
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The Day goeth away, the shadoics of Eveniny are 

stretched out, 

Jer. vi. 4. 

Great God, accept the thauks we bring, 

Our joyful thanks and praise ; 
Thou art so good, we needs must sing, 

Though faint the notes we raise. 

Each pleasant morning, fading eve. 

The dark night's calm repose. 
Memorial teaching bring and leave. 

As each Thy mercy shows. 

And so, through all the busied day, 

The varied gifts of love. 
Thy tenderness of power display, 

Thy watchful kindness prove. 
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But best of all for our deep need, 

The gift of thy dear Son, 
To come, the very Christ indeed, 

God's holy, perfect one. 

How kind He was, how kind is still, » 

His love how large and free ; 
Teach us, in Him, to do Thy will. 

To follow only Thee. 

Thou blessed Saviour, grant us grace 

Our reverent love to show, 
Until in Heaven we see Thy face, 

And all Thy goodness know. 
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7 Will Hing aloud of thy mercy in the moniinr/, 

Ps. lix. ifi. 



Praise ye the Lord on high, 

All Angels bright and pure ; 
Praise Him whose glorious majesty 

Shall evermore (^ndure. 

Praise ye the Lord below, 

Creatures of earth and time ; 
Praise Him whose boundless mercies show 

Love, perfect and sublime. 

Praise we the Lord whose power 

O'er all things rules of right, 
Whose bounty gladdens eveiy hour. 

And clothes the world with light. 
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What glory in His grace 

Kevealed in Christ the Lord ! 
What bliss, salvation-truth to trace 

In His most holy word ! 

Salvation I that is joy, 

And comfort, peace, and rest ; 
Life without shadow or allov, 

Here, or among the blest. 

Grant us, Lord, this peace, 

The rest and comfort too, 
This- blessing, never more to cease. 

Eternal ages through. 

Watcli Thou to guide our feet. 
Each thought and word control, 

Till there shall be revealed complete, 
Christ's likeness on the soul. 
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Erenj Mnrninfi thank and praise the Lord, and Vile- 

wise at Even, 

1 Cbron. xifiii. 30. 

Thanks be to Thee, Lord, 

For thine unceasing care ; 
The teachings of thy Holy Word, 

How wise and good they are I 

Thanks for each blithesome day, 

For every peaceful night. 
The kind restraining lest we stray, 

Thy suasion to the right. 

Thanks for the many things 

That fill our life with cheer ; 
The happiness that always springs 

When Thy true help is near. 
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Thanks be to God most high, 

For His especial grace, 
The gift of His clear Son to die, 

The earth-taint to efface. 

Thanks for the rare delight 

When He abides within, 
The soul, in nature's stern despite, 

Freed from the reign of sin. 

Thanks for the tranquil life 

Eejoicing in His love. 
So patient, in the world's w^ild strife 

Waiting the Kest above I 

Thanks for the Hope so sweet 

Of perfectness to come, 
And the glad welcome that will greet 

Our safe arrival Home I 
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7^ i« rt tjood thing to rf'ire thankx unto the LonU (ind 
to ainrj prahes unto thif Xame, most h'ujhy to show 
forth thy loving-kindness in the moniinfj, ami thy 
faithfulness every night. 

Ps. xcii. 1, 2. 

Loving-kindness every morning, 

Faithful shelter every night, 
Light and peace life's path adorning, 

Helpful guidance, strong and right ; 
Ever to us, poor and needy, 

God his tender-merey shows. 
And with care, precise and speedy. 

All-sufficient grace bestows. 

Trust to Him, then, all your sorrows. 

Wait upon His blessed will. 
Leave to Him the sad to-morrows, 

And to-day's demands fulfil. 
Rest upon Him, never fearing, 

Christ thy Saviour lives to bless. 
And our need, His love endearing. 

But exalts the happiness. 
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We shall he like him, for ice shall see him as he is. 

1 John iii. 2. 



Yes, he cometh ! quickly, surely, 
Christ, our blessed Lord, will come ; 

And the soul that truly, purely, 
Loves Him, shall be taken home. 

Home in Heaven ! what joy and gladness, 
To be near Him, like Him, ever; 

Sheltered from all sin and sadness ; 
Grieving, by distrusting, never 1 

Blessed Home ! where we shall know Him, 
And His boundless goodness prove, 

Learning there how much we owe Him ; 
Loving with a perfect love. 

Gracious Lord, our souls adore Thee 
For each precious promise given ; 

Thankful that ere long, before Thee 
We shall sing the Song of Heaven 1 

M 
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2^yo;?i everlasting to everlasting, Thou art God. 

FSALM XC. 2. 
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Who that has known the peril and much sorrow, 
The hurthen and hewilderment of life, 

TJie strange disguising which temptations borrow. 
The din and discords with vexation rife. 

But with a grieved memory will own. 

How drear and sad the path when trodden all alone, 

Who that has felt the force of time's beguiling. 
When luring pleasure beckons to obey, 

And the fair prospect seems in sunshine smiling, 
While gentle breezes chase the clouds away. 

But has within the heart recorded tale 

Of blighted hope and joy, and promise born to fail. 
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And who, with all the blessedness arising 

From loved companionships, and sheltered home, 

The comforts secreted from quick surprising 
That from external difficulties come. 

But mourns the helplessness of fondest care. 

The desolated hearth, and pangs that love must bear. 



The high resolve to live above all seeming ; 

The purpose to pursue the good and right ; 
The glow upon the pathway brightly gleaming. 

To all observance, with enduring light ; 
Alas ! how all too soon the radiance fled, 
Kesolve and purpose failed, the brightness vanished. 

And when, avoiding aspect rough and dreary, 
The feet have turned to fairer scene aside. 

And the poor heart with hurried turmoil weary. 
Sought eagerly from tumult throng to hide. 

How quickly finding that nor peace or rest. 

Nor solace, or repose, reward the anxious quest. 

And who that, loving things the fairest, brightest, 
Has ventured heart and hope upon the love, 

Fluttering with gentle poise, the softest, lightest, 
The exquisite enravishment to prove, 

But has memorial of the sad dismay. 

When the child-bubble burst in nothingness away. 
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And home-built castles reared with painful earing, 
Hope-pictures painted with a fervid skill ; 

The gathered future, guise of pleasure wearing, 
With never doubt possession would fulfil ; 

Ah ! with a shuddering sigh, in tell-tale tones, 

The Real, with moistened eye, its disappointment owns. 



Is it all sad then ? life all gloom and sadness ? 

The past, regret ? the present, comfortless ? 
And for the future, nor repose or gladness ? 

All effort mockerv and bitterness ? 
The estimate and usage of thy lot, 
All tangled and distraught, where order reigneth not. 

And wouldst thou dance away the life so fleeting ? 

Yield to frivolity thy head and heart ? 
With lightsome gait the claims of duty meeting, 

Take with the frolic group unthinking part ? 
Welcome and waste the bright hours as they pass, 
Neglecting truth and right, with wayward scorn, alas ? 

Nay ! — Life so changeful, thou must need protecting ; 

So feeble, it requires support and stay ; 
Foes lurk in ambush, while all unsuspecting. 

Thou boldest on thy lone and weary way ; 
There bideth Eetribution, and an End ; 
Dost thou not need a Guide ? a sympathizing Friend ? 
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Oh wonderfully merciful the blessing 
Of God's unfailing, ever-present aid I 

His loving care and guidance, which possessing 
The heart, though lonesome, need not be afraid ; 

From Everlasting, plentiful and pure ; 

And to Eternity, Omnipotently sure I 



The glory all conception far excelling, 

The Infinite and perfect holiness ; 
The height of grandeur past all thought and telling ; 

Profundity of wisdom, fathomless ; 
All the revealings of His wondrous power, 
JIow full of matchless skill I how affluent in dower ! 



The Everlasting God. 169 



Ever the same ! unchangeably controlling 

Celestial progress, in eternal flow ; 
The cycles of perfection onward rolling, 

In holy calm, with love's transcendent glow ; 
The purity of blessedness and peace ! 
The boundlessness of good ! joy's infinite increase I 

• 

Ever the same ! through all time's fresh beginning, 
When youth and health thrilled every pulse of life ; 

The same ! when man's ingratitude and sinning, 
Overwhelmed his heart with waves of cai'e and strife. 

And gathered shadows falling, veiled the light, 

Humanity's eclipse I with sorrow exquisite ! 



Ever the same I no suddenness surprising. 

No unforeseen event to disarrange ; 
No variable thought, or doubt arising, 

And never weakness, or regret, or change ; 
But while the world*s strange tumult raves and swells. 
Omnipotently calm, God, Overruling dwells ! 



From Everlasting, in His might presiding, 
To Everlasting, speaking His command ; 

All present things with loving wisdom guiding, 
Events and circumstances in His hand ; 

How perfect the repose to Best in Him, 

Whose all-observant eye is never closed or dim ! 
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The lonesome path thy weary feet are treading, 

Is not a solitude while He is near ; 
While He presides, the danger thou art dreading, 

Is hut the mocking feint of idle fear ; 
The hurthens and the sorrows of the Way, 
No impress leave of wrong, or sadness, or dismay. 



And scattered treasures, gathered with much caring. 
And pleasant hopes that blossomed, and then died ; 

The joy that love had been so long preparing. 
Put with refused denial all aside ; 

What then ? if God's kind voice had bidden so. 

With high resolve of faith, halt not, but forward go. 

Sin is not dead, or dying ! but God, living. 
Can help, and will, in conflict with thy foes ; 

Tby undeservings patiently forgiving, 

With hush and healing soothing to repose ; 

To trust in Him is to be safe indeed. 

And tby soul wants His strength, for life is lengthened need. 

Oh wonderful contentment and upholding, 
When God's almighty arm encirclcth thee ! 

Oh blessedness of peace, when He enfolding, 
Waiteth and watclieth thy defence to be ! 

Give thou to Him, with whom are all thy ways, 

Thy life's devotedncss, the tribute of thy praise. 
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Ah, fellow pilgrim ! is tby heart still fearing ? 

Tliy conscience with disturbing records sad ? 
Lo, from the blessedness of heaven appearing, 

A Glorious Light, that well may make thee glad ; 
For God, who all thy care and anguish knows, 
In the Lord Jesus Christ His loving-kindness shows. 



Angels with holy wonder and adoring, 

Pondered the mystery of His descent ; 
Knew it must be for blessing and restoring, 

Yet understood not the delight it meant ; 
Only poor Sinners could its fulness feel. 
Its precious comfort know, its power to help and heal. ^ 
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Is life to thee a scene of care and sadness ? 

Its days and nights oft troubled and distressed ? 
Thy Saviour came with promises of gladness, 

And kind intent to lead thee to His Best ; 
Is the world cold, and harsh, and rude to thee ? 
Oh who has love so warm, such gentle words as He ! 

Does sin oppress thee with its foul defiling ? 

Are memory's revealings dark and drear ? 
Sinner ! thy Lord's whole life was reconciling ; 

His aim,, to bring God's wandering children near ; 
Nor may there be one care, or pain, or grief. 
But He can stay or cheer, with full and free relief. 

Temptations try, and disappointments vex thee. 
And sorrows with discouragements assail ; 

The mysteries of change and doubt perplex thee. 
And friends forsake, and all thy comforts fail ? 

Cleave then to Him, who knew and felt the same. 

Saw all thy deep distress, and for thy rescue came. 

He knew, and He remembers all life's trial. 
And with Almightiness of present care. 

With infinite minuteness of espial, 

Watches to help, in all things, everywhere ; 

And in the marvel of His matchless love. 

Sends, tor thy special help. His Spirit from above. 
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Joy for the soul ! whea on His love reposing. 

The hlessed Saviour's presence calms and cheers ; 
Each new event fresh tenderness disclosing, 

Contentment conquering all doubts and fears ; 
The progi-ess and the discipline of time, 
A glorious plan of love, and perfectness sublime ! 

Oh blessed condescension, rare and glorious ! 

The Lord of heaven and earth becomes thy Friend ! 
And thou shalt be o'er every foe victorious. 

In constancy enduring to the end ; 
For whom He loves, He loves right royally. 
And in His own bright home will have His People be. 

Joy for the soul ! though life hath many a sorrow. 
The consolations of Thy God are strong ; 

The night will pass, and come fair day to-morrow. 
The bliss of heaven, and its eternal song. 

Courage ! to conquer, thou must fight the fight, 

Thence-after comes thy rest, the solace infinite ! 

Oh Life ! what blessedness of holy pleasure. 
What sweet content, and peace within it dwell ! 

What gracious amplitude of boundless treasure : 
How springs the hope ! faith's mighty pulses swell ! 

From Everlasting, God its source and stay ! 

To Everlasting, God its All in All, alway ! 

Amen. 
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And all the angels stood round about the throne^ 
X X and worshipped Ood, saying, Amen : Blessing, 
and glory, and wisdom, and thanksgiving, and honour, 
and power, and might, be unto our God for ever and 
ever. Amen, 

Revelation vii. 11, 12. 



X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 



But most of all, higt marvel came to them 
WlieD, in the sleeping Bahe of Bethlehem, 
They saw enfolded germ of that great love. 
The mystery of mysteries ahove ! 
Into the which, with looks of strong desire. 
The Angel groups would musingly inquire. 
As with a whispered wonder there would come, 
Converse on such high theme, in that glad home. 
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So, through the Saviour's pleasant youthful days, 
The obedient deference, and gentle ways ; 
And when the growing years with influence staid, 
Their impress and persuasion on him laid ; 
Until the now declared and holy Man, 
His life of teaching and reproach began ; 
And then, indeed, with marvel ever new, 
Food for fresh pondering from each act they drew ; 
Watching with wonder, and with oft dismay. 
The strange revealing of each passing day ! 
Scorn and contempt for Him whom heaven adored. 
Neglect and sorrow for their blessed Lord ! 
No home to rest, no pillow for his head, 
Though all creation He administered ; 
Sad weariness and pain, and many a care, 
Perplexing and disturbing everywhere ; 
No social comfort, not one trusty friend, 
On whom through life's rough passage to depend. 
Strange ! yet with thoughts well balanced, and so true 
That never once their fealty withdrew. 
That mystery of mysteries remained. 
While, every doubt and gathering fear restrained. 
The faithful love refreshed its aching thought, 
And solace for bewildered throbbing sought. 
Quickly obtained ! by looking up anew. 
To Him, from whom their life its essence drew 
In whose blest presence never doubt or fear. 
Or shadow, or suspicion, could come near. 
Yet oh what pity moved and tossed within, 
What hatred of the ways and works of sin. 
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When, with accumulating force and power, 
It influenced and ruled that awful hour, 
When mocked, insulted, scorned, and crucified. 
The blessed Saviour in deep anguish died. 
Oh wonderful and rare ! to feel such awe. 
Such shuddering recoil from all thej saw. 
Dismay so crushing, and distress so deep, 
As well might make e*en holy Angels weep, 
But that to be, where God, enthroned in light. 
Displays his loving wisdom, infinite. 
Is to be blest with so entire content. 
Such strength of faith, love's high embodiment, 
That never sorrow, or a grieved soul. 
May bend and yield to misery's control. 
But strong in patience, calm in heart repose. 
Each thought a solace for its anguish knows. 
And rests and waits, with love's confiding, true, 
Undoubting, all that solemn sorrow through. 
Assured that thus God's everlasting love 
Its wisdom and supremacy would prove. 
And marvel such as this conspire to raise 
New trophy to His perfectness of praise ! 
Hence, when in resurrection glory bright. 
The great Redeemer cheered their aching sight. 
Such thankful joy suffused the heavenly host. 
As never may, eternally, be lost, 
And the pure loving, owned such glad increase. 
Such glow and grandeur rested on their peace. 
As down through the descending flow of years, 
The world's rude changes, and its often tears, 
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The pang and pathos of bewildering care, 
The wail of sorrow, or the deep despair, — 
From that deep, tranquil frame has never moved,. 
But deeper, purer, sweeter, holier proved ! 
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Oh happiness ! with vigour ever new. 
The course of self-devotement to pursue ; 
Joyful when bending near the great white throne. 
Or when afar, love's gentle mission done; 
Content and thankful through the minist 'ring 
Long absence from the song of service bring ; 
Glad to be on the wing, and glad at rest ; 
In all things, everywhere, supremely blest ! 

Oh holy life ! where every thought is pure ; 
Peace in its fulness of perfection sure ; 
Each motive, that the heart to action sways. 
Filled with impulsive ecstasy of praise ; 
No wish but that all life might ever prove 
True worship, sanctified by perfect love ; 
God's law within the heart, its best delight. 
The one desire, to use all life aright ; 
And all the Eest, and ever the employ, 
The Thankfulness and Blessedness of joy ! 



N 
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Dost thou know, dost thou feel, that time has dis- 
guisings, 

Mysterious and solemn, aflSictive and strange ; 
That without and within thee, with sudden surprisings, 

Come sorrows and sicknesses, trouble and change ? 

That often, and often, the heart with misgivings. 
Accepts the presentment and leading of life ; 

While care dims the sunshine, disquiets the living, 
And tangles the progress with discord and strife ? 

And often the cup that seemed filled to overflowing, 
Has slipped from ourhandand the promise been lost; 

While comforts we thought in security growing. 
Uprooted and withered, aside have been tost. 
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The dear ones we loved so intensely, so purely, 
Their voices so pleasant and sweet in our home ; 

Whose love seemed enshrined in our hearts so securely. 
That thought of a severance never would come ; 

Where are they ? where are they ? all vacant their 
places ! 

There is hut the echo of joy in the heart ; 
While memory sadly the bygone retraces. 

And often the tear all unbidden wdll start. 



In silence and lonely, all anxious and weary. 
How apt is the heart to regret and repine ; 

And feeling the pilgi-image toilsome and dreary, 
Forget its intent and results are divine ! 



N 2 
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Oh forget not ! while God, over all things presiding. 
Controls and directs, and is everywhere near ; 

All time, and the life-path, hj His gracious guiding, 
May be trodden and used without heart-break or fear. 



For He knows the best, and His blessing bestowing, 
The heart, safe and glad, perseveres on its way ; 

His wisdom the path of obedience showing ; 
The light of His countenance making our day. 




And kindly, and fondly, our weakness perceiving. 
He charges His Angels to watch as we go ; 

To help, and when folly His ways would be leaving. 
The road where His mercy aboundeth, to show. 



t < 
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Through day or the night, while in sunshine or shading, 
We toil up the hill, or descend to the vale ; 

When joys are about us, or comforts are fading, 
Their gentle upholding and cheer never fail. 

Though obstacles hinder, and sorrows abounding. 
Perplex and disturb, and repel or distress ; 

Their whisper of solace, and guardian surrounding. 
Is soothing and healing, and potent to bless. 

For God's holy counsel in all things obeying. 
They watchfully wait His good pleasure to do ; 

Most happy and blessed while clearly displaying 
His Merciful Kindness, Eternally new. 
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Ah, Ever}^wliere, Always, God's bountiful blessing, 
Sufficeth to counsel, and comfort, and guide ; 

And never, oh never. His mercy possessing. 

Should the heart ever fear He will fail to provide. 



In the days of His sorrow, and grievous temptation. 
The Lord Jesus Christ felt the peril of grief; 

And gladly to Him, in His deep tribulation. 
The Angels' sweet ministry came with relief. 



And the Spirit of Grace, in the might of His healing 
Has solace and soothing for life's sharpest pain ; 

The soul, in its anguish for succour appealing, 
Never pleading for help and His mercy in vain. 



The Angels. \Z\ 

And the fold of the Angel-wing hovering o*er us, 
Is shelter and safeguard by night and by day ; 

And the might of God's messengers marcbingbefore us, 
Shall help through all conflicts we meet on the way. 

Oh peaceful and tranquil is life when relying 
On God's watchful kindness and infinite love ; 

And joyful, and glorious, and blessed the dying. 
When the Hope of the Soul is abiding above. 

Oh Kest in the goodness, for ever unfolding. 

Almighty and changeless ! of God's gracious care ; 

And strong in the faith of His helpful upholding. 
Be instant and earnest in Trust and in Prayer ! 

Amex. 
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And the Lord God planted a garden eastward in 
Eden; and there he put the man whom he had formed. 
And out of the r/round made the Lord God to groiv 
every tree that is pleasant to the sight and good for 
food. And the Lord God took the man and put him 
into the garden of Eden to dress it and to keep it. 

X X X X 

X X X X 

X XX X 

And the Lord God sent him forth from the garden of 
EdeUy to till the ground from ivhence he teas taken. 
So he drove out the man. 

GExNesis ii. 8, 9, 15; iii. 23, 24. 

Beautiful ! in the crisp, sweet morning time, 
When gentle breezes herald in the day, 

l^eautiful ! in the perfect sunny prime, 
And when the quiet evening fades away. 
Beautiful ! when in all their bright array 

The stars, those silent pilgrims of the night. 
In reverent order, God's commands obey. 



Paradise. 1 8 5 

Smiling with calm eifulgence exquisite ; 
And beautifully fresh, and fair, and bright, 

Each natural product ; while all living things, 
Revelling in fragrant air, and cloudless light, 

Blest with the joy from purity that springs ; 

In frolic gambols, and wild wanderings, 
Through grassy glade, or tangled woodland scene. 

Or by the rivulet's soft gurglings ; 
On sunshine path, or deep in forest green, 
Where chequered light dances the leaves between 

Mingle with brotherhood, and concord true ; 
And birds with pinions wide, and vision keen, 

Companioning with songsters small, pursue 

The frolic air-game's mazy windings through ; 
And painted fly, without one fluttering fear, 

Sipping the nectar of the earliest dew ; 
Life everywhere inhaling thoughts of cheer ! 
And, Beautiful ! the conscious presence near 

Of Goodness, all supreme, with blessed will 
To satisfy, and comfort with the clear 

Outpouring of such joy as would distil 

All gentleness of mood, and move and fill 
The universal heart of life with glee. 

Excluding every fear of harm or ill. 
With pure delight of loving ecstasy ! 
Oh Garden of the Lord ! what joy to be 

Thankful partaker of so great a good, 
From all defect and self-reproachings free ; 

God's gracious purpose felt and understood. 

And heartily obeyed ; nor wayward mood, 
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To check the holy impulse of the soul ; 

No throh of sorrow, or the likelihood 
That change, with all its troubled waves, will roll 
Its sad disturbings, reckless of control. 

Bound the heart's comfort, startling with surprise 
As, now-a-day, alas ! 

A grouped whole. 

Of sunshine bright, soft shade, and tranquil skies, 

Day*s lovely birth, dark beauty as it dies ; 
The whispering wind, or rushing sweep away ; 

The varied landscape, and sweet mysteries 
Of greenwood depth profound, and gentle play 
Of happy things, with freedom's blitheness gay. 

Without a pain or care. The joy profound 
And adoration, sentient natures pay, 

To Him whose perfect blessings so abound. 

With comforts manifold diffused around ; 
Whose fond protecting hand bestows such love, 

That not one sense, or scene, or thought, or sound. 
But brings profoundest peace, like that above. 
And by its teachings God's great goodness prove ; 

While all the beautiful, and bright, and pure 
His bounty gives, to glad thanksgivings move. 

And all continuing praise, for mercies sure ! 



Oh blessed home ! by God's great kindness given ! 
True Paradise of peace ! bright outer court of heaven ! 
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It is gone ! it is gone ! like dream that has fled, 
The promise of blessing and pureness that shone, 

When God the fair Garden of Paradise spread, 

All brightness and joy. It is gone ! it is gone ! 

Gone ! all that gave freshness and beautj^ to life, 
The fragrance of love that defied every stain ; 

That knew not defect, and dreamed not of strife ; 
Ah, Paradise Perfectness comes not again ! 

It is gone ! for there gathered a clouding of sin, 
O'ershading the sunlight of God's precious love ; 

And wreathings of error rose densely within, 
Concealing the vista to heart-rest above. 

It is gone ! it is gone ! long, long ago gone ! 

And life struggles now through a wilderness way ; 
No rest, and no peace, till the conflict is done ; 

The comforts that cheer us, not coming to stay. 









^arabisc. 




Ih THKiiE Change ? Yet remember, that He-who first ^x^cl 
Tiiie beauty and blessiDgs of Paradise, Kves, . * ^ 

I'ncbanging, unchaDgeable ; mighty t6 save! 
And multiplied mercies with affluence gives. 

He knowH how the pathway is tangled with care. 
With pity looks on while we wrestle with grief; 

Can help, and will help us our burthens to bear. 
And proflers assistance and timely relief. 

It is safe, vei*y safe, to repose on His might, 
In calmness and patience to wait upon Him ; 

He guides through the difficult journey aright, 

And shines with His smile when our vision is dim. 

And ever His love is our solace and rest, 
His teaching and blessing our heart's true repose ; 

And He who rules all things, the Wisest and Best ! 
For weakness and sorrow the true healing knows. 






« 





Paradise, ^ 1 89 



• 







arabtst. 



Oh Blessing of Blessings ! remedial gi^ace ! 
-. Surmounting life's sadness, controlling its grie{; 
IRle Gospel ! ^I^'^ sunshine for every place. 
For suffering true solace, for care sweet relief. 

All lovingly helping the sorrowing soul, 

Thejjord Jesus Christ can its errors subdue; 

For conscience and conduct are His to control, 
And Paradise springs at His bidding anew. 

Oh joy for the Exile I His kind words to hear. 
Persuasive and gentle, inviting to come ; 

Oh rest for the Weaiy I when calling us near, 
He- fondly and graciously welcomes us home. 

Ah, soon, very soon, all our sorrows will cease, 

A Paradise life of perfection begin ; 
When, led by the Spirit, the infinite peace 

Of heaven's pure precincts we enter within. 

Amen." 



. •' 
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And the Lord said, x X X While the earth 

remainelhf seed-time and harvest, and cold and heat, 

and summer and winter, and day and night shall not 

cease. 

Genesis viii. 21, 22. 



X X X X X 

X X X X X 

X X X X X 

X X X X X 



Is thy heart burdened with a secret grief, 
An unacknowledged weariness of care ; 

Hopeless, alas, of comfort and relief. 

Life gathering round it clouds of dark despair ? 
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And is it thus, because thine aching sight, 

That fain would peer within the hindering veil 

Of thy surrounding, has nor guide or light, 
And all thine anxious, curious pryings fail ? 

Is it that all the varying scenes of life. 
Its broken promises and troubled way ; 

The disappointment, mysteiy, and strife. 
Nor hope of thine, or will, or prayer, obey ? 

That all seems so uncertain, so untrue. 
So full of marvel, and of shifting change ; 

That, to thy sight, the Good have little due. 
While Evil revels, with a licence strange ? 

And thou dost think there is no ruling hand. 
To curb and regulate life's wayward mood ; 

No power, the force of evil to withstand. 

No care to help, and cheer, and bless the good ? 
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Nay, hut bethink thee ! how thy path has been 
Ho oftentimeH through shadow to the light ; 

How the rough way has led to pastures green, 
And dreur beginning, to conclusion bright. 

How often, it may be, thy hasty thought, 

Has fancied discord, when there came sweet sound 

And in event that seemed with sorrow fraught, 
Thy heart has truest consolation found. 

Dost thou not think that He who rules the time, 
Ordering the Seasons with a wise control ; 

Presiding, regulates with power sublime, 
Whatever affects the life, or moves the soul !, 
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Oh surely, surely, He who paints a flower ; 

Stays the wild ocean ; bids the tempest rest ; 
The mighty God of tenderness and power. 

Must know, and will ordain, what is the best. 

Abide in Him, and where thou canst not see, 
Ask Him to guide thee with His loving heed ; 

Trust all things to His care, and thou shalt be, 
In patient hope, content and blest indeed ! 



o 
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Cbirtr. 



Ah, troubled and perplexed as is thy way. 
There is such solace in God's perfect love ; 

Such wisdom, that the foot can never stray, 
When heart and hope are set on things above. 

Life has no anguish, when in Christ the Lord 
We meet the vexing cares of worldly things ; 

The darkness no dismay, while His good word, 
A pure celestial light within us springs. 

How blessed to repair, in all distress, 

With every doubt and fear to Him for aid ; 

Our oft perplexities and pains confess. 
And cleaving to Him, never feel afraid. 
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He will not turn an inattentive ear, 

Or shut His heart, rejecting our sad plea ; 

But sympathizing mth our care and fear, 
Comfort and help us, oh how tenderly ! 

Come to the light and love of His true heart ! 

Come to the blessedness of His sweet rest ! 
And He to thee will perfect peace impart, 

And thou in Him shalt be for ever blest ! 

Amen. 



o2 
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1(0. b. 



Cl^t gduge. 



Noah was a just man, and 2)erfect in his genera- 
tions, and Noah walked with God, 

And God looked tipon the earth, and, behold, it 
was corrupt: for all flesh had corrupted his way upon 
the earth. 

And God said unto Noah, The end of all flesh is 
come before me ; for the earth is filled with violence 
thraugh them ; and, behold, I will destroy them with 
the earth. 

Make thee an ark. 

X X X X 

And Noah did according unto all that the Lard 

commanded him. 

X X X X 

And the Lord shut him in. 

Genesis vi. 

The luxury of beauty ! Summer time, 
With the fresh fulness of its glorious joy, 
Comforting life with gladness ! Hill and plain 
All redolent of cheer, while genial airs 
Bring sweetness and adorning to bright flowers ; 
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Day has been sultry, but the evening hour, 
Its coming heralded with hurried breath 
From the near ocean, draweth gently on. 

Forth from the swarming cities of the plain, 
And down the mountain-side, with eager speed, 
The mirthful multitude, on tripping foot, 
Comes to the place of wonted gathering. 
A marvel of delight, that glorious scene ! 
Where Nature, grouping in the hollow dell, 
Or smooth soft level, or the rugged height, 
With fancy exquisite and skill profound, 
Decked the green tree, profusely strewed her flowerr, 
And mingled light and shadow, with accord 
And contrast of all colour ; while sweet tone, 
And melodies of birds, and flitting gleams 
Of quiet sunshine through the tremulous leaves. 
And chequered changes which the floating clouds 
Threw on the magic landscape, all combined 
To make a whole of wondrous fashioning ! 

There the wild revel, holding frenzied court 
With its rough outrage to all guarded care, 
Stared brazenly upon the dying day ; 
There foul idolatry its temple reared. 
Enacting impious rites with naked shame. 
And mockery of good ; while license strange, 
Flouted its impudence before the sun ; 
Old men and maidens, strong men and, too, young, 
Beauty of womanhood, and manly prime. 
Scornfully careless, laughed and jeered aloud, 
In very desperateness of reckless mood. 
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At all that right, or good, or pure was named. 
Alas, for the old world, and its sad sin ! 

As when across a field of ripened grain 
The fitful breeze, with frolic impulse sweeps. 
Imprinting surface waves of light and shade. 
With undulating shiftings ever new ; 
So, on that multitudinous array, 
There comes an impress with emphatic guise. 
Which to and fro, with headlong rush and force. 
Swayed hither ward and thither, unrestrained ; 
And all the conflict-whirl to central cause. 
Was round about a quiet, ancient man. 
Who mournfully paced wearily along, 
Through that so yielding crowd, with earnest tread 
Direct to where, with most offending rites. 
In temple where the greensward was soft floor. 
And interweaving branch and leaf the roof, 
Nature's skilled building, — all unnatural ! 
Was then enacting in its midmost flow. 
To swelling tone, or softest melody. 
Of soul-entrancing music, or the lure 
And thrill of silken voice from boyish men. 
Gaily bedecked in star-bespangled robes. 
Or mouthed by solemn priests with foul pretence — 
Full, miserable service, to false gods. 

There, on a rising mound, with outstretched arm. 
And head uncovered, while the passing wind 
Lifted the thin white hair, the old man stood. 
Undauntedly alone ! and thence proclaimed, 
Ab oftentimes before, God's message-words. 
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Charged with indignant warning, and rebuke 
To such bold blasphemy ; and while abashed, 
The countless throng of upturned faces gazed, — 
Stern, woeful threatenings of impending doom. 
Fell on their frightened ears. One closing call 
To penitence, and one reminding word, 
Of God's long, long forbearing, passing now ! 
One last loud wail of Woe ! and all the while, 
Fast streaming tears, and tremulous, sad Toiee, 
And gi-ieved look, and fervent striving plea. 
Marked the deep burthen of overwhelmed heart. 
And keen prophetic sense of instant dread ! 

With furious raging, like the maddened blast. 
Which, hindered, gathers force more uncontrolled, 
Uprises from the multitude such shout 
Of bitter execration and fell wrath, 
As only conscience, self-condemned and shamed. 
Could dare to utter ; and amid the whirl 
And tumult, with unhesitating step. 
And calm, clear eye, that vigorous, sad old man. 
Turned downward to the plain, and held his way 
Through all the heaving, undiscerning throng, 
Towards the sea-shore, where, in its giant bulk, 
EoUed heavily upon the moaning waves. 
The Ark, with all its wondrous freight of life ! 

Up the one sole remaining narrow plank, 
That stedfast foot held on, till. safe within, 
A strong hand tossed away that link to earth. 
And, as Noah passed into the shadowy gloom, 
God Shut the Door ; and Watched, Himself, Without ! 



k 
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The Moon is on her path across the sky. 
The sparkling stars attending, not one cloud 
The purple depth ohscuring, while the shade 
Creeps stealthily along, and fold on fold, 
Enwraps the crowded plain, where yet again. 
That passing uproar stilled, the riotous mirth 
Trills its own wild accompaniment of song. 
And dances daintily its mazy whirl ; 
And ever, in that grove of leafed roof 
And mossy pavement, rise the choral strains. 
Blasphemous adoration of strange gods. 
With wild uncurbed defiance of the claim. 
Of purity, humility, and love! 

Hark ! from the very zenith, unannounced. 
Rolls suddenly athwart, the thunder peal, 
And the fierce lightning's banner is unfurled ; 
The elemental warfare rages round. 
And blinding rain, and blasts of whirling wnnd, 
Scatter, in wild affright, the shrieking crowd. 

Night is upon her throne, and rules the world, 
And with despotic might, all living things 
Bound in the manacles of her harsh sway ! 
Oh night of horror, and of crouching dread 
While every rushing wind-blast sounds like dirge 
Of hope, to shuddering fear ! 

The Morning ! scarce the light, but morning time. 
When it should come with cheer. Alas, the morn 
Hath the dark taint of night! the heavy clouds 
Coyer the mountain tops, and scour the plains. 
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Outpouring so a rush of watery flow, 
Unchecked, and unabating, that each stream 
(xrows to a roaring torrent, and the sides 
Of every mountain, scoured with foaming veil 
Of sheeted waters, seem as they were clothed 
With liquid drapeiy of turgid hue ! 

X X X X X X 

X X X X X X 

The flood is on the World I The Ark Afloat ! 
And from the earth, God, in his righteous wrath, 
Hath swept Man and his Wickedness away ! 



X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 
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|io. far. 



f0mi0 Samutl 



% 



And the child Samuel grew on, and was in favour 

both with the Lord, and also ivith men. 

1 Samuel ii. 26. 

I. 

Happy as the live-long day, 

Cheerful always, always gay. 

Deep set eye, intensely bright. 

With a soul-revealing light. 

Cheeks that shine with healthful flush. 

Now a dimple, then a blush. 

Tiny hands, and tiny feet. 

Loving impulse, love to meet. 

Pleasant voice with ringing tones. 

Like a ripple on the stones, 

Magic melody of tongue 

Musical as e'er was sung 

l^y a bird in Paradise, 

Or in angel symphonies I 
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Gentle method, tender guise, 
Conduct innocently wise ; 
Prattling with an earnest mood. 
Words all simple, and so good ! 
When the Mother at her knee, 
Told how happy life might be, 
How sweet health and daily food, 
Claimed unceasing gratitude ; 
How there was in everything, 
(xod's kind love and comforting ; 
Teaching then the lisping prayer, 
For the solace of his care, 
Cheerful words of thankfulness. 
For His power, and will, to bless ! 

Thus upon the gentle child. 
Life, with pleasant promise smiled, 
Wliile his every thought and word. 
Showed obedience to the Lord, 
And behaviour kind and true, 
(xained the world's approval too. 
Happy Samuel ! thus to be, 
Holy in his infancy I 



-I 



n. 



Often with a gladsome heart, 
All alone, the two apart. 
Blessed Mother ! little Son I 
This the soft dear knee upon, 
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Would with changeful words converse. 

While her thrilling words rehearse. 

How the craving of her love. 

Sought him, from her God above, 

Vowing that the blessing given. 

Should l>e dedicate to heaven ; 

Till at length awakening thought. 

All the meaning fully caught. 

And it came, indeed, to be 

As a page of history. 

Written like prophetic word, — 

'* Samuel, servant of the Lord I " 

And no other thought possessed 

Kuling power, in either breast. 

Than the solemn, joyful sense, 

Of a glad inheritance. 

Fixed, as by eternal might. 

In the very light of light ; 

Happiness supreme ! and peace, 

In the prospect of release 

From the world's seductiveness. 

From its rude and rough impress, 

In the shelter of a home. 

Where its influence could not come. 



» 



So the child of faith and prayer. 
Thoughtful always, everywhere, 
C'tueful of each look and word, 
(ii'ow in favour with the Lord 
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While behaviour kind and true, 
Gained the world's approval too. 
Happy Samuel ! thus to be 
Holy in his infancy ! 

III. 

Oft the listening boy would raise, 
Suddenly, an upward gaze, 
When the murmur of a sigh. 
Truant tear from closed eye, 
Wrinkled brow, or cheek so pale. 
Told the heart- disturbing tale ; 
When to pathos, tones would melt, 
Or the hand's quick grasp be felt, 
As with throb and rush of fear. 
Came the thought of parting, near ; 
Then, indeed, the wondering child. 
With a suasive method mild, 
Would, in simple questioning. 
Calm, suggestive comfoi-t bring. 
And the Mother's troubled heart. 
Learn to keep its pain apart. 
And be all refreshed and stayed. 
As the lisping utterance said, — 

Mother ! words are far too weak, 

All I think and feel to speak ; 

All my telling cannot tell. 

Mother, how I love thee well ! 

Yet, dear Mother, thou hast spoken. 

And the word must not be broken ; 
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Ay, indeed, and if it be 
Such delight to pleasure thee. 
What must be the higher joy. 
What delight in God*s employ ! 
I am His, by thine own vow ; 
Let all feeling to Him bow ; 
Thou art His, and I would fain 
Hostage of thy love remain ; 
Let me go ! it must be well. 
In the house of God to dwell ! 
Oh the blessedness of rest 
Tn that happy Mother's breast ! 
Oh the mercy of the Lord, 
Comforting by childish word I 
Precious joy to know and feel, 
All the gracious words reveal I 
How the teaching of God's love, 
Elevates the soul above 
Everything that would depress 
Into feeble littleness ; 
Giving to the heart such power, 
Such resolve for trying hour. 
As in this, her pleasant son. 
Would not, could not, sorrow own 
Would not, must not, dare allow. 
Tampering with his Mother's vow. 
So in every word and tone. 
All the parent-love is shown. 
Ever yearning sympathy. 
In ber watchfulness of eye, 
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Constant gentleness of care, 

Circling round him everywhere, 

With a hidden reverence, 

Gathering its source and sense, 

From presentment of the life 

With a holy essence rife, 

Service so resolved and high, 

With a solemn mystery ; 

Separation fierce and stern. 

No withdrawal, no return ; 

Fixity apart, for aye ! 

From all world-life, and its say, 

From the wildering of its ways, 

Scorn and trouble, gain or praise ; 

All companion less and still. 

Duties various to fulfil. 

Far away from Mother's heed ; — 

Nay, her heart may wince and Weed, 

Yet without one thought that led 

To recoil, or minished 

In her soul, the deep, pure joy, 

In the future of her boy ; 

For her heart was strong, and blest. 

In its calm and hopeful rest 

On the mercy of the Lord, 

Honoured so I and so adored ! 



Thus life's claim and purpose shown 
To the little, loving one, 



I 
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All his thoughts and every word, 
Were an offering to the Lord ; 
While behaviour kind and true, 
(jained the world's approval too. 
Happy Samuel ! thus to be 
Holy in his infancy ! 

rv. 

Ah, it was a smiling face, 

Pondered o'er the winning grace. 

Marked the spring and growth of mind. 

Pure, expansive, and refined. 

Listened to inquiring thought, 

Life's initial lesson taught, 

Fostered eveiy sign of good. 

Checked the wayward word or mood. 

Joining in the gladsome glee, 

Of the heart's free minstrelsy. 

When the early morning bright. 

Opened up the gates of light ; 

Or by Evening's fading fall. 

With its bird- life musical ; 

One enfolding tint and tone. 

Over all things lightly thrown ; 

When among the pleasant flowers, 

Softly played the sunny hours. 

Or beside the water's brim, 

Came the shadows, dun and dim ; 

In the sunshine or the shade, 

When the clouds their dreamland made, 
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While the whistle of the bird, 

Silence from its musing stirred, 

Or the sigh of passing bi-eeze, 

Flitted through the conscious trees. 

Everywhere, from everything. 

Would the daily lesson spring. 

Whence, with deft and thoughtful power, 

Gathering converse for the hour, 

That sweet Mother fondly gained, 

Object-life to be explained. 

With such reference and mood, 

Nourishing glad gratitude ; 

With unfolding heart delight. 

Mingling joy so exquisite. 

Loving harmony so rare. 

With the good, and true, and fair. 

That the Lad's young innocence. 

Sheltered in love's strong defence. 

Little heeding outward things. 

Lived a life, whose blessing springs 

From communion, bright and pure. 

With the pleasures that endure ; 

With the godliness of thought. 

By the Lord's indwelling wrought ; 

In the soul-exalting scope, 

Of a still expanding hope ; 

Joyous sense of coming peace. 

When the life, in glad release 

From the coil of worldly wiles. 

All allurement that beguiles, 
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From the littleness and sway. 
Of the trifles of the day, 
"With a pleased, exact accord, 
Should belong unto the Lord ! 
Happy Mother 1 guiding, wooing. 
With a patient heart pursuing 
Dutiful delightsomeness, 
Far above what words express ; 
Teaching by her own sweet ways. 
How to lead a life of praise ; 
Showing by her own deep joy, 
Life's true picture to her boy ; 
Happy child ! whose tender youth. 
Sheltered thus by love and truth, 
Opened pages, one by one. 
For the Lord to write upon I 

Thus the young life grew to be 
Wise, in love's simplicity, 
And his every thought and word. 
Found acceptance with the Lord ; 
While behaviour kind and true. 
Gained the world's approval too. 
Happy Samuel ! thus to be 
Holy in his infancy ! 



V. 



Morn is breaking fair and bright. 
With a gleam of golden light, 
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Early birds are on the wing, 
With their cheerful carolling, 
Fresh and frolicsome, the breeze 
Wanders through the dewy trees, 
Blade of grass, and every flower, 
Welcoming the fragrant hour ; 
But of all the brightness, bright ; 
Of the lightsome cheering, light ; 
Are the pleasant tones that come. 
From the precincts of that home, 
Wliere, in green sequestered dell. 
Little Samuel's parents dwell ; 
Listen I lip and voice upraise, 
Morning song of thankful praise. 
And from his small chamber there. 
Simple words of loving prayer ; 
Never doubt, and not one fear, 
Comes that happy bosom near, 
Never thought but that each word. 
Truly spoken, will be heard ; 
Happy child ; rejoicing so, 
God's protecting care to know. 
Blessed, as that to a home. 
Unto God, he loves to come. 

Lo, as glows the brightening day. 
Smiling morning mist away, 
In and out, and round about. 
Now with song, and now with shout, 
With a hearty bounding joy, 
Frolics forth the happy boy ; 

pa 
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Now with baste to kiss a flower, 

He had watched through shine and shower ; 

Then at caf];ed bird to peep, 

All unconsciously asleep ; 

Hither, thither, up and down. 

Sped the little J03^ful one, 

Till when summoned to repair. 

To the wonted place of prayer. 

Where, with grouped concord sweet. 

Old and young together meet. 

With united voice to raise. 

Morning hymn of thankful praise ; 

Morning prayer, that through the day. 

Never heart or foot may stray ; 

Happy family to be 

Solaced thus by sanctity ! 

Blessed household, where its head 

So the grateful worship led! 

Pleasant child that loved the hour, 

Owned its influence and power ; 

Pleased most when thought and word, 

Held communion with the Lord. 

Yet the words uprising now. 
In their hesitating flow. 
Well to deepest depth might move, 
By the pathos of their love. 
Oh the yearning, earnest plea. 
That indeed the Lord would be 
Guardian to that darling boy, 
Bless him in his new employ, 
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Keep liim holy, liappy, pure, 
Help him trials to endure, 
Be liis constant friend and guide, 
For his every want provide. 
Sanctify the service given ; 
Bless, until they meet in heaven ! 
So, until the crowding thought. 
In the soul such tumult wTought, 
That the utterance gently stayed. 
Love, of its own love afraid ; 
And the full hearts, silently 
In their fond requests agree. 
With entire and sweet accord. 
Waiting humbly on the Lord, 
Till the calm of faith's repose, 
Into every bosom flows, 
Acquiescent and content. 
With the joy of full assent, 
And that morning came to be 
Life-long blessed memory. 
Of the solace that will spring, 
From God's special comforting ; 
And the perfect peace that flows. 
With unruffled, pure repose, 
To the heart that prays and waits 
Patiently, nor hesitates 
With its want, and all its care. 
All that moves to earnest prayer, 
On the Lord's own Holy Will, 
Humble, hopefully, and still ! 



« 




214 Metrical Lay Sermons, 

So the child, with thankful sense, 
Of God's wise omnipotence, 
Watching over thought and word. 
Grew in favour with the Lord ; 
While hehaviour kind and true, 
Gained the world's approval too. 
Happy Samuel ! thus to he 
Holy, in his infancy ! 

ft 

VI. 

Yet the farewell must he said, 
Every preparation made. 
And to f udden living springs 
All the heart's rememherings ; 
Lingering love, with tender guile. 
Hiding tears hehind a smile ; 
Hope and fear, and care and joy, 
Circling round and round the hoy, 
Till, with ecstasy of pain. 
All too mighty to restrain, 
One long sob of stirring grief. 
One deep cry of heart-relief 
From the father's heaving breast. 
Told the anguish, long suppressed ; 
How affection's coiling clasp 
Held his soul with clinging grasp, 
And, this dread farewell to say. 
Tore it painfully away. 
Nothing loth, indeed, that heart 
With the lad, for God, to part. 
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But he loved him passing well, 
And such love has potent spell 
Over special scene and time, 
Ruling with a strength sublime ? 
So it was that joy and hope, 
In their giant sway and scope, 
Gathering up their forces now. 
To the depth of anguish bow. 

Must it end ? — the new-born bliss ! 
Never more the morning kiss, 
Or again the fond good-night, 
Merry laugh, and footstep light, 
All the tiny gentleness, 
Lively prattle, sweet caress. 
All the countless winning ways, 
Sunshine gleam for clouded days, 
Soothing converse, voice of song, 
Jocund cheer the flowers among, 
Flashing quickness, tranquil mood. 
Changing ever — always good ? 

Must it pass, and silence come 
Back again to lonesome home ? 
Ay, indeed, the sudden thrill 
Well his troubled heart might fill. 
And unconsciously defy, 
In its poignant agony, 
All concealment of the care. 
Heartfelt, though long hidden there ! 

Little fingers, soft and white, 
Delicately exquisite, 



i 
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Wander, with suggestion meek. 
Slowly o*er the moistened cheek ; 
Lovingly reproachful eyes, 
Full of conscious sympathies, 
Looking through the veil of tears. 
Smile upon those clouded fears. 
And the voice of that sweet son 
Falls the father's ear upon ; 
Nay, hut though it is so sad. 
May not gi-ieving grow to glad ? 
Dearest Mother promised me 
God*s own very child to he ; 
And it surely should he so. 
Though my tears with thine may flow, 
For the life is sweetly hest 
Where God's love is manifest. 
liOt me go to serve the Lord, 
Minister his holy Word ; 
Pleasing thus his hlessed Will, 
While his hiddings I fulfil ; — 
liloss, and do not hreak my heai-t ; — 
Smile, for it is hard to part ! 
Ayo, it was with holiest joy 
C 'Umo the solace to the hoy ; 
All that makes a father's prayer 
^[ost potential, gathering there ; 
All that, shining on the way, 
C'hoerod the shadowy fear away ; 
And it was with calm assent, 
F/iitirs supreme omhodiment, 
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Sprang the brief, emphatic word, 
Softly spoken, gladly heard, — 

(rod's Holy Will in all be done ; 

Go ! He will comfort us, my: Son ! 

Thus, the little, gentle child. 
Innocently undefiled. 
Careful of each thought and word, 
Grew in favour with the liord ; 
While behaviour kind and true 
Gained the world's approval too. 
Happy Samuel ! thus to be 
Holy in his infancy ! 



VII. 

Down the valley, up the hill, 

On the pathway by the rill, 

In the sunshine, through the shade 

By the tangled foliage made. 

With a progress calmly slow. 

Child and Mother gently go 

All the while in pleasant tone, 

Quiet converse flowing on ; 

Cheerful talk of things gone by. 

In life's little history, 

Happy moods in sunny hours, 

Friends and playmates, birds and flowers, 

Healthful days, refreshing nights, 

Home, and out-of-door delights ; 



I 
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All the countless pleasant things, 
Ood's so gracious minist'rings, 
With enjojment fresh and new, 
Tracing in a glad review, 
While the Mother's watchful word 
I^ed each memory to the Lord, 
Showing how the pleasantness 
Was His loving will to hless, 
That the comfort and the care, 
Peace and safety evei-ywhere. 
Were the mercies He bestowed, 
Ilesting-places on the road. 
And in All, true heart might see, 
fioving-kindness large and free. 

With a little nod and smile. 
Listened the young lad the while. 
And, with look of quick assent, 
Felt the truth his Mother meant, 
VVhil(} that soft and thoughtful speech 
JjesHOJi for his good would teach, 
J low such mercy in the past 
Jjiglit upon the future cast ; 
'J'hat the heart might safely be. 
In its sweet simplicity, 
nesting always, everywhere, 
On (iod's ever-present care, 
And whatever the time or place. 
Him in all events might trace. 
And His will to help and bless 
With the purest happiness. 
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So the two, in loving talk 
Still discoursing on their walk, 
As it led through sun or shade, 
Up the hill or down the glade. 
Gathered strength within the heart 
For the hour when they must part. 

Ah ! what blessedness of joy, 
That the simple, gentle boy, 
Careful of each thought and word 
Served and honoured so the Lord ; 
While behaviour kind and true 
Gained the world's approval too. 
Happy Samuel ! thus to be 
Holy in his infancy ! 

VIII. 

Lo, the glowing sunshine falls 
On the distant city walls, 
And upon a swelling height, 
Looms the Temple on the sight ; 
Not such grand and flowing pile, 
Lofty dome and fretted aisle. 
As in later days became 
World wide marvel and its fame ; 
But the simple tent-like home 
Where the tribes were wont to come 
Year by year, with joy, to bring 
The ordained offering. 



I 
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Now on soft and grassy mound, 
Undisturbed by sight or sound, 
In a silent mood they rest, 
Busy thought in either breast. 
There the Mother lives anew, 
111 the sorrows once she knew ; 
Prays again the yearning prayer. 
Uttered in such anguish there ; 
Yet again reviews the vow, — 
Felt in all its import now. 
And with sob of love and pain. 
Speaks it o'er to God again ; 
That true heart, with all its fears, 
Filled with joy too deep for tears ! 
Yet to part is such sad grief. 
Nothing might afford relief. 
But her wont, in every care. 
Ever heavenward to repair. 
Whence her commune, pure and true. 
Comfort and refreshment drew. 
And with faith's entire accord. 
Waited calmly on the Lord, 
All her wish and all her will. 
His good pleasure to fulfil. 
All desire and aim to be 
His, in sweet fidelity. 



With a watchful heart and eye 
Samuel sat his Mother by, 
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Marked the pang that, as it passed, 
On her brow its shadow cast, 
And the moistened film that crept 
Stealthily from heart that wept ; 
Saw the soul-revealing look. 
Felt the trembling thrill that shook 
Every limb, and tracked the rush 
Alternating pale and flush ; 
Then his love the silence broke. 
And in whispered accents spoke — 



Mother, Dearest Mother ! come. 

Let us hasten to my home. 

Where to live in God's employ 

Is so very full of joy ; 

'Tis Thy teaching, that His love 

Is all other joy above ! 

And to wait on Him, delight 

Infinitely exquisite ; 

Dearest Mother ! let us pray 

God to take regret away ! 



So then, there, the two, alone, 
Blessed Mother ! happy Son ! 
Knelt together and implored, 
Help and solace from the Lord. 
Then with resolution strong, 
Journeying hand in hand along. 



» 



2 22 Metrical Lay Sermons. 

Soon the veiled porch hefore, 
Pass at once through open door, 
And within the outer court, 
Bow before the man they sought. 
Dignified, and old, and gray, 
Courteous in an antique way, — 
With a kind and gentle tone, 
Winning to the little one. 

Hurried words the cause unfold. 
Soon the simple tale is told. 
And the head, so innocent, 
To the reverend man is bent. 
Who with blessing kind and free, 
Bids him welcome, cheerfully ! 
Then, observant of the look 
Which no parting pang could brook, 
Oently bids the lad within 
Go, his Service to begin. 

X X X X X 

X X X X X 

And the Mother, Homeward gone. 
Ponders all these things alone. 

Blessings on thee, precious child. 
By temptations unbeguiled, 
Pure in heart, and thought, and word, 
Loved and favoured of the Lord ; 
While behaviour, kind and true. 
Grained the world's approval too. 
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Happy Samuel ! thus to be 
Holy from his infancy ! 
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And Elijah the Tishhite x x x said unto Ahab, 

As the Lord God of Israel liveth, x x x there shall 

not he dew nor rain these years, 

1 Kings xvii. 1. 



No Rain ! No Rain ! the sky with fiery glare, 
Scowled ou the parched earth in fierce disdain ; 
Not one small cloud to dim the hrazen gaze 
Of the red sun, so hard, and harshly round ; 
The wind was withered into dreaminess, 
And never stirred to motion smallest leaf. 
Or fanned to life a flower. 

No Rain ! No Rain ! 
With slow unwillingness the shallow stream 
Crept o\er hot and seetliing pebbly bed, 
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Where the fish folded up their fins and died. 
Through day and night with melancholy plaint, 
The dull and trembling low of cattle came, 
And faintly murmured bleat from scattered flock ; 
With drooping head and panting breast, the bird 
Sat mutely on dry branch, or floated slow 
Through the still air, with languid flap of wing. 
No Kain ! 

So into dry, hard, sudden cracks, 
The harsh, brown earth was riven, while the foot 
Of smallest child stirred up such dusty cloud 
As filled the air, and choked the parched throat. 
Morn brought no cheer, the evening time no rest ; 
And when the moon came out, and all her stars, 
'Twas with a gloomy look of dull despair. 
Such tremulous vibration craped the sky 
With the confusedness of mocking veil. 
Men came and went about time's daily need. 
With faltering foot, and anxious, staring gaze. 
And thick, hard, husky voices, and scared looks. 
Of direful apprehension and dismay ; 
While kindliness, and gentle words and deeds. 
All smothered by the crushing weight of care, 
And desolate with hopelessness of help. 
Shrunk into selfish habitudes of life. 
And frightened love, stole silently away. 
From many a home the wail of anguish rose. 
As, waiting on neglect. Death stalked about. 
And claimed yourg victims from the feeble arms 
Of mothers, all too weak to urge a plea ! 

Q 
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No Kain I 

For three loDg, weary years, No Rain ! 
And still the brazen sky, and scorched earth, 
Looked wildly on each other's scornfulness ; 
And still the pant of wondering life beat quick, 
And blear-eyed misery crawled up and down. 
On parched pathways, with a vengeful gleam, 
Stirred from the burning embers of despair. 
And hollow moan of desolated hearts 
Grew into shivering wretchedness of fear. 
The stern, hard step of famine, gaunt and grim, 
Echoed amid the solitudes of life. 
And pra}er had ceased, for hope had ebbed away. 
And crowds sat longing for Death's call to them. 
With weary wistfulness. 

No Rain ! No Rain ! 
And men had long since whispered, first within 
Their own dark hearts, and then the murmured words 
Had fiercely struggled to the tremulous lip. 
Until the very wickedness of spite. 
And anger of rebellion, rolled without 
Big, sturdy speech, all blasphemous and drear, 
Daring to say, alas ! There is no God ! 
Thence with the heart-crave that must have its will, 
And mighty yearning for some resting-place. 
Where the sad soul might tell its many griefs, 
Sprung quickly up strange altars and high fanes 
To idol-gods, and worship foul was paid, 
In groves, and temples, and on mountain -height, 
To Baal ! hideous thing impersonate, 
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Of all the very dregs and scum of sin, 
Too deeply steeped in wickedness and shame 
To care for or adorning or disguise ! 
No Eain I No Kain 1 

The natural world was dry, 
But not with such deep drought as held its sway 
O'er the harsh, Litter, cursed, dreary thing, 
Man's obdurate and all too daring heart ! 
Alas ! while Nature languished, Man's poor life 
Showed darker shadows, and encrusted soil 
Harder and fouler still, where never now 
Grew one sweet flower of patience or of love. 
Nor one small leaf of fragrant kindliness, 
Nor hope's bright blossoming, nor pleasant fruit 
Of faith and mild humility, but desolate. 
All desolate, in parched and drear distress ; 
No tranquil cheer, no comfort, and no peace ! 

X X X X X 

X X X X X 

X X X X X 
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And Elijah came unto all the people, and said, 
How long halt ye between ttvo opinions ? if the Lord 
be God, follow him, 

1 Kings xviii. 21. 
X X X X X 

X X X X X 

XX X X X 



How is it with thee, friend ? 

How dost thou do ? 
Dost thou with reverent heed to God attend, 
Does thought with thankful love to Him ascend. 

With fervour ever new ? 
Wouldst thou, indeed, for Him, be spent and spend, 

TLj lifetime through ? 
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Ah, life has many a care, 

An often pain ; 
Deep shadings fall about us everywhere, 
And all our comforts but the more prepare. 

To suffer griefs again ; 
Our need is earnestness, and faith, and prayer. 

Sin to restrain ! 



There is a life of right, 

A living wrong ; 
A charm and solace calmly exquisite, 
llest for the soul, in peace and pure delight. 

Or sorrows, which belong 
To double-heartedness, and pride's despite 

God's gifts among. 



Strange ! while on every hand 

His love is seen. 
Such lessons taught, as all may understand. 
Light shining on the path distinct and bland, 

No obstacle between, 
Thy feet should wander from the pleasant land, — 

God's pastures green ! V 
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Strange ! when the soul has known 

God's helpful power, 
Heard the glad story of His mercy shown, 
How, though unworthy, all may be its own 

In glorious dower, — 
That doubts and fears should o'er the path be strown, 

And shadows lowar. 



That was true happiness. 

How long ago ? 
Too deep for words, so feeble, to express. 
When thou wert ever ready to confess 

The joy and peace that flow 
From God's sweet will to help, and cheer, and bless ;■ 

Was it not so ? 



k 



And now, when trifling things 

More please the soul. 
When life far other thought and feeling brings, 
And meaner impulse moves, or folly springs, 

Defiant of control, — 
What waves of pride, and sinful buffetings, 

About thee roll ! 
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Nay, it may never be 

Opinions twain, 
Maintain in unison their mastery, 
Or love to God, and worldly vanity. 

Heart-hold at once retain, — 
The one alone may claim supremacy. 

The right to reign ! 



Oh sad to halt between 

Opposing thought ; 
The verity of life now clearly seen, 
Anon, while misty cloudings intervene, 

Another pathway sought ; 
Attempt to thread the way that lies between. 

With danger fraught. 



To waver, is unwise. 

To yield, sad sin, — 
Oh blessedness, when once the soul descries 
That upward path, where only safety lies, 

And perseveres therein, 
Resolved, through peril of life's mysteries, 

Heaven's Rest to wiji ! 
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IIow blessed to be staved 

On God alone ! 
Strong in the strength that is of sin afraid, 
His holiness the heart's rejoicing made, 

His loving-kindness known ; 
To Him life's reverential duty paid, 

His good -will done ! 

What comfort in His love, 

AVhioh faileth never! 
What i)oaooful thoughts of that sweet home above, 
Ti) which, as on tho pinions of a dove, 

Uopo soaroth over, 
Kvi^m which, nor grief, or change will e'er remove. 

Or tinu^ dissever ! 
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How pleasant to sit still, 

And watch God's ways, 
Learning how all things bow before His will. 
Working some holy purpose to fulfil. 

How each His love displays, 
While everything exhibits wondrous skill, 

And speaks His praise ! 



Oh mercy great indeed. 

True heart delight, 
To know that blessing, and our joys proceed, 
Strength for all weakness, help in time of need, 

Persuasion to the right. 
From His kind watchfulness and careful heed, 

So Infinite ! 



His gracious Will to bless. 

His tender care ; 
The loving counsel for our happiness. 
His consolations in our worst distress. 

How wonderful they are ! 
While to His heart we ever find access. 

By faith and prayer ! 



\ 
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What other hand than His, 

Spread the hlue sky, 
Bade the bright sun in affluent beauty rise. 
Filled all creation with sweet harmonies, 

Sent the wind wispering by. 
Cheered home, with all its precious sanctities, 

And melody ! 



Who but a God so good. 

So great and kind. 
Could give to all His creatures daily food, 
Control the thought in every fitful mood, 

Restrain it or unbind ; 
And with a patience little understood. 

Instruct the mind ! 



How wonderfully clear 

His gloriousness ! 
How safe the heart when living in His fear, 
How pleasant life, while His strong help is near, 

To Him what sure access ; 
His mercy Waiting to uphold and cheer, 

Direct, and bless ! 
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Who would such God forsake, 

Or disavow, — 
Who His good law, by careless conduct break, 
Of any worldly thing an idol make. 

To sin's seductions bow, 
The course of waywardness or folly take ? — 

Surely not Thou ! 

Nay, whither couldst thou go, 

What wouldst thou do. 
Since He, alone, the pathway Home can show. 
He only lead where purest waters flow. 

Is the One good and true ; 
The mighty God of all things here below ; — 

In Heaven too ! 



1 



236 Metrical Lay Sermons. 



I 




0Mnt Canml 



Come ! look into the grave 

Where Christ once slept ; 
And there remember how He came to save, 
And while for sinners His own life He gave, 

What waves of sorrow swept 
Across His soul ; and how, albeit so brave, 

He often wept ! 



Oh love beyond compare ! 

So full, so free, 
That shrunk not from a life of woe and care. 
Enduring sorrow meekly, everywhere, 

In shame and poverty, — 
Willing sin*s utmost penalty to bear ; 

And all for Thee I 
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The tuimoil and dismay, 

Reproach and grief, — 
Each watching night, the toil of every day, 
The conflict and obstructions of the way. 

So shadowy and brief, 
Borne with a patience tutored to obey. 

For Thy relief I 



For Thy behoof alone, 

The sad life lost; — 
For Thee the mystery of mercy shown, 
For Thee the depth of mortal anguish known, 

Death's solemn portal crossed ; 
The ransom, for Thy follies to atone ; — 

Infinite cost ! 



Thou dar'st not, if inclined, 

Such love forget! 
In the still heart its preciousness enshrined 
Has pathos, and such tenderness entwined. 

Thanksgiving and regret I 
Thy need, and His great heart so Grandly kind, — 

In concord met ! 
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Though round about thee now 

Shineth the sun, 
And fragrant winds with tempered freshness blow, 
And passing things their brightest aspect show. 

Yet life \s ill soon be done ; — ■ 
'Twere well in holiest usage thou shouldst grow, 

Till Heaven be Won ! 



Watch, then, thine heart the while. 

Through night and day ! 
The world has luring accents to beguile, 
Its promise will deceive, its touch defile, 

Its teaching lead astray, 
And sin would tempt thee with a glozing smile, 

From Christ away! 



Thy faith is very weak '? 

It is too true ! 
And so, indeed, thou shouldst His blessing seek. 
Whose loving-kindnesses so loudly speak 

What He can Be and Do ! 
Be sure His hand will guide the pure and meek 

Life's perils through ! 
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Be Constant, be Sincere, 

Be Trustful, Friend ; 
Lend not to tempting words a listening ear, 
Let not the world about thee interfere, 

Or to thy love pretend ; 
Thy Fear of God will prove a blessed fear. 

Quite to the End! 



The End ! ah, that is Rest ! 

All conflicts o'er ! 
No anxious hearts, no sins to be confessed. 
Companionship with all the good and blest,- 

Life's pleasure, to Adore ! 
God's Love enjoyed, His Glory manifest, — 

For Evermore ! 

Amen. 
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yirst. 

Lift: is no play-ground I wLere the sportive heart 
Mav frolic time and its results awav ; 

Xor resting-place, where, silent and apart. 
In meditative indolence to stav : 

Xor in world pleasure, or its busy mart 
Is Hafetv, or rij'ht counsel to obev. 

Activity, intelligent and true 

Is life, that claims a Living life to be ; 
God's glorious mission, his behest to do 

"With thoughtful care, and ghid simplicity, 
Kffort, and earnest striving evt-r new, 

Calm self control, and watchful energ}'. 
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And it is well to take such constant heed 
To healthful habitudes, in everything, 

To hold reserve o'er daily thought and deed, 
As to subjection shall all impulse bring, 

And check the foolish cravings that proceed 
From fancies, unrestrained and wandering. 



For surely on the pathway which we tread, 
While countless minor enemies assail. 

And hindrances, and cares unnumbered. 

Cumber and vex, while friends or comforts fail, 

And snares and dangers at our feet are spread, 
And sorrow haunts us with its ceaseless wail. 



surely the poor heart requires to know 
The force and folly of surrounding things. 

How to detect the world's deceptive show, 
The sad temptation of its whisperings ; 

That, often, promises which tempt us so. 
Are sin's insidious developings. 



And when some giant foe confi'onts the soul 
All panoplied in overwhelming might. 

And threatening words, and awful curses roll, 
With dark dismay, and terror infinite, 

And thought and feeling, mocking all control, 
Yield to the helplessness of wild affright. 



I 
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grievous peril ! when the heart, alone, 
G0C8 forth the struggle of the world to meet. 

All unprepared, no rnailed armour on. 

No Hafeguard for the head, or heart, or feet. 

The pathway all uncertain and unknown. 
Nor hand to guide, or friendly voice to greet, 

Kolemn sorrow ! when the conflict near, 
Hope trembles in the hesitance of gi*ief. 

And conscience, in the presence of such fear. 
Bewails her lack of refuge or relief, 

Experience without comfoi-ting or cheer, 

The passing daylight scant, and dull, and brief. 




Poor heart ! the world will naught avail thee now. 
Its promises are silent as the grave ; 

Its high pretensions, how they cringe and bow, 
It has no solace, and it is not brave ; 

While friendships and companionships avow. 
Though danger threaten, yet they cannot save. 



No ! Time is not a playgi'ound ! and to be 
Thoughtless and frivolous is life's disgrace. 

The very vanity of vanity ; 
Alas, the zigzag path our follies trace ! 

Alas, the world's so subtle mastery, 
TL' enthralling coil of sins that so debase ! 
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Lift up thine eyes, oh lift thine eyes on high ! 

Where in imperial, overarching blue. 
In its perpetual poise, the silent sky 

Beams with an antique beauty ever new, 
The palace whence the sun's supremacy 

Shines blessing forth, the whole creation through. 

Look yet again, when the deep ebon shade 

Covers the purple with the veil of night, 
While the fair moon, in silver sheen arrayed. 

Walks in her loveliness of radiant light, 
And the starp' sparkling host is all displayed, 

In glittering gloriousness exquisite ! ^ 
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Or mark thee well, old ocean's ceaseless heave, 
Its thundering discord, or melodious wave ; 

How the mad storm-blasts toss, and whirl, and cleave. 
To mountain surges, or like yawning grave ; 

Foam-wreaths fantastic, which the wild winds weave ; 
Or when the golden sands its lappings lave. 



Then gaze on leafy tree, or fragrant flower, 
The greensward, wilderness, or blossoms fair ; 

The flowing stream ; the wonder of the power 
That shows unceasing, overruling care ; 

The watchful governance of passing hour, 
God*s mighty marvels, teaching everywhere ! 

And in thy ponderings, see in everything 
His wise providing hand, and watchful eye, 

Care for a little bird upon the wing ; 

Thought for the crawling worm that trembles by 

Protection for gay insect fluttering ; 

Home for all creatures, food for hunger's cry. 

Watch, too, the pulses of the world's large heart. 
The stir and flutter through its countless homes ; 

How life and death their light and shade impart. 
And grief is near, wherever pleasure comes ; 

And sorrows settle with distressing smart, 

While comfort gladdens where love's solace blooms. 
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Remember, oh remember ! that the hand 

Which gilds the day, and spreads the solemn night. 

At whose supreme, and ever wise command, 

The heavens are decked with beauty and delight, 

Who made and rules the sea, and clothes the land 
With flowers, and fragrant blessings infinite ; 



Is the same hand that regulates the soul, 
Clothes it with vigour and a trustful sense, 

Helps to right judgment, teaches self-control. 
Shows its sad weakness, checks all self-pretence. 

And as the tumult passions toss and roll. 
Conquers and calms by its omnipotence. 

Strong in the strength of His Almightiness, 
Rest thee in patient peacefulness secure ; 

His loving-kindness mighty is to bless. 

His constant guidance and defence are sure ; 

All things, obedient, yield to the impress 

Of God's so wondrous wisdom, vast and pure ! 

Life then in Him is safe, and ever blest, 

And in His strength the battle must be won ; 

Want, and thy weakness, at His feet confest, 

The heart shall learn to say, " Thy will be done." 

And, thanks to God ! our souls at peace may rest. 
For all is Well, through Jesus Christ His Son ! 



246 
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Yet think not, though God help thee, thou shalt 
Safe from the fierce assault of giant foes ; 

The path by which thy feet must tmvel, free 
From discipline of life's regret and woes ; 

His love thou wouldst partake ? his glory see ? 
Thou yearnest for his presence and repose ? 




Take thou the armour, then. His love provides. 
The Holy Spirit will instruct thine hand, 

Seeking the counsel which directs and guides. 
Till thou in perfect panoply shalt stand. 

Prepared for whatsoever may betide, 
W]i\\q on thy passage Wnowgli the pilgrim- laud. 
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See that thy loins with truth are girt around, 
For breastplate, arming thee with righteousness ; 

Thy way is over rough and dreaiy ground, 
Parched with a desolate and wild distress. 

Be careful that thy feet well shod are found. 

With Gospel peace, to strengthen thee and bless* 

But, above all, take Faith's encircling shield. 
To quench the evil one's so fiery darts ; 

Salvation's helmet, safeguard sure will yield. 
While like a sword God's Word its aid imparts ; 

And for the weary way, or battle-field. 

Prayer is true comfort for dismayed hearts. 

Then, Soldier of the Cross ! thou may'st advance. 
The motto on thy banner, Do and Dare ! 

Beyond thee lies the glad inheritance, 
Worthy of all the craving of thy care. 

And all life's trials serve but to enhance, 
The joy and glory that await thee there. 

Look not behind thee ! turn not on thy way ! 

Thine armour shelters thee in front alone ; 
To halt is peril, doubting brings dismay ; 

Sleep crowds the heart with fearful shapes unknown ; 
And wandering thought will lead thy feet astray. 

To dreary wastes, with misery o'ergrown. 
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Be Stedfast then for God ! and in the might 

Which His upholding truth and grace will bring. 

Do thy best devoir, in the world's despite. 
Without or discontent or weaning ! 

And when Faith's l>attle thou art called to fight. 
Fight with such hope, as, fighting, yet can sing ! 

Remember ! all the good are watching thee. 
Bright Angels, T\'ith their ministering love ; 

The Spirits of the Just, who fondly see 
The conflict, and thy patience from above ; 

And friends and brethren, who right manfully. 
Close at thy side, their zealous courage prove. 

Remember ! on this path, through toil and woes. 
Thy Saviour, in His loving Mercy went ; 

All its discouragements and sorrows knows. 
Life's every trial and impediment ; 

And infinite compassion feels and shows. 
And watches thee, with loving care intent. 

Foi*^'ard ! Life's Battle must be fought and won. 
The call is clear, thy duty manifest ; 

The discipline of time will soon be done, 
Thy soul with everlasting peace be blest. 

And then, at Home, with God and Christ His Son, 
Thou slialt in infinite enjoyment Rest. 
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And the Lord struck the child, x X and it teas 
very sick. David therefore hesotight God for the 
child; XXX 

And it came to imss on the seventh' day, that the 
child died, x x x 

David perceived that the child teas dead : therefore 
David said unto his servants, Is the child dead? And 
they said, He is dead. Then David arose from the 
earth, and washed, and anointed himself, and changed 
his apparel, and came into the house of the Lord, and 
worshipped : then he came to his own house ; and when 
he required, they set bread before him, and he did eat. 

XXX 

And he said, While the child tvas yet alive, I fasted 

and ivept : for I said. Who can tell whether God tvill 

be gracious to me, that the child may live ? But noiv 

he is dead, wherefore should I fast ? can I bring him 

back again ? I shall go to him, but he shall not return 

to me ? 

2 Sam. xii. 15-23, 
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d^n ^t gtall^ 0f w dbl^ife. 



^irst* 



Oh beautifully bright ! 

Oh joy most exquisite ! 
The purity and blessing of young life ! 

Gush of fresh love up-springing, 

Sweet thrill of pleasant singing, 

Melodiously ringing, 
The unsjjoken charm and cheer! enjoyment richly rife ! 




Pure heart, out-looking thi'ough 

The quiet eye of blue, 
Or sparkling with a brilliant depth of tone ; 

The downy cheek all flushing 

With warm blood's lively rushing. 

Under the fair skin blushing, 
Wh'ih to iho truthful gaze, nor guise nor grief is known. 



On the Death of a Child, 2 5 1 



Oh pleasantness of voice, 

Bidding the ear rejoice, 
Sweeter than any toning of bright bird; 

Soft solace to love's hearing, 

With ecstasy of cheering, 

Unboundedly unfearing. 
With a glad heart's content, and thankful pleasure heard ! 



The quickly-treading feet. 

Impulsive run to meet;, 
With little hands outstretching, fond and free ; 

The welcome knee-ward creeping. 

Or waywardly bo-peeping, 

The passing smile, or weeping, — 
No doubt or tremble here, or fear of things to be ! 



Time's tiny volume shut, 

The pages all uncut, 
Its title speaking promise of delight ; 

Each day with jocund measure, 

Full of a dearer pleasure. 

Each new word a new treasure, — 
The dawn of coming day, all sunshine,, shai'p and bright. 
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Oh precious happiness, 

The watchiilg heart to bless ; 

Comfort, without a whisper of alloy ; 

Clear as the freshest morning, 
Fearless, all danger scorning. 
Home's solace and adorning, 

Its glow a golden gleam ! its warmth a perfect joy ! 
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*« t^e gtallj of a Cfetlb. 



Aye ! it is God's kind gift. 

Thy heart to Him uplift ! 
Hold this, and every good direct from Him ; 

Thou lovest Him ? what blessing ! 

Be it thy life's expressing, 

Abide, thy need confessing, 
Close to His loving heart, where faith is never dim ! 



For then, if comes the day, 
Alas, how soon it may ! 

When that great joy of thine, is sTiaded o'er ; 
The eye once brightly gazing, 
Now dull with shadowy glazing, 
That voice so pleasant, raising 

Its ringing melody and happy thrill no more ; 



I 
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The fondling hand so weak, 
And the soft, downy cheek, 

Thin, very thin ; and very, very pale ; 
The little foot aweary, 
Day, as the night-time, dreary, 
The tone no longer cheery. 

The eye expressionless, and hope, oh very frail ! 



If, as thou sittest hy. 

There comes the panting sigh. 
And all delight and joy seem ehbing past ; 

Unheard thy softest saying. 

Thy soul's intensest praying. 

All powerless in staying 
One shuddering throb of pain, while hfe is fading fast; 



Bethink thee then, that there, 

In thine absorbing care, 
Thy anxious watching is not all alone ; 

Another eye perceiveth, 

That which thy heart so grieveth, 

Knows how thy bosom heaveth. 
And will watch on with thee, till all the fluttering's done ! 
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The Mighty God who lent 

Such love's embodiment, 
Kesumeth, what thy heart believed was given ; 

He pitieth and loveth, 

Thy trust and patience proveth, 

And therefore, He removeth 
Far from the taint of earth, thy loved one up to Heaven ! 
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®n lljc geatlj 0f a C^iltr* 




Oh blessedness, to rest 

On Him, the ever blest ! 
Whoso Will is holy, and whose Ways are love ! 

And leave the griefs which borrow, 

Their anguish from the morrow, 

Life's conflict, and its sorrow, 
To God's so wise control and guidance from above. 

He looketh on to see, 

The care that grieveth thee. 
With perfect knowledge of life's w^eariness ; 

And tenderly is holding 

Thy hand in His, while moulding 

Thy heart to His, — unfolding 
That His mcst kind design, to comfort is, and bless. 
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Oh love of love most pure I 

Oh strong reliance sure 
True refuge of the heart in stormy time ; 

Light in the darkness shining, 

Joy and sweet peace combining, 

Exalting and refining, 
The gi-ace of Christ the Lord, eternally sublime ! 



Herein there dwelleth peace, 

The calm that cannot cease, 
Though heart-break, and bereaving sorrow, come : 

The soul in Him abiding, 

"With most entire confiding, 

Shall find his blessed guiding 
Through road, obscure or rough, is the best pathway home, 



Right merciful indeed, 

To the soul's utmost need, 

Is the Lord Christ, with His so tender heart ; 

He hears thy secret crying, 

Listens to softest sighing, 

And, living or in dying, 

Will consolation give, and perfect peace impart ! | 

8 
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Best thee on His good will. 
Be, in all patience, still, 

What joy to trust Him, without one sad fear ! 
Hark, to sweet accents stealing, 
With soothing calm and healing, 
From Heaven's unsealed revealing. 

That Life or Death is blest, if Christ the Lord is near ! 

Amen. 



Ruth. 259 




|ta* ^. 



utij. 



Naomi x x x ivent forth out of the place 
where she was, and her two daughters-in-law ivlth her» 

X X And Naomi said. Go, return each to her 
mother's house : the Lord deal kindly with you, as ye 
have dealt with the dead, and tvith me, x x Then 
she kissed them; and they lifted up tlieir voice and wept. 
And they said unto her, Surely tve tvill return with thee 
unto thy people. And Naomi said. Turn again, my 
daughters; for it grieveth me much for your sakes that 
the hand of the Lord has gone out against me. And 
they lifted up their voice, and wept again: and Orpah 
kissed her mother-in-latv ; but Ruth clave unto her. 

X X When she satv that she was steadfastly minded 

to go with her, then she left speaking unto her. So 

they two ivent, until they came to Bethlehem. 

The Book of Rltr. 

An old, old story ! very pleasant too ! 

The simple story of a loving heart, 

That felt the right, and did it. Happy heart ! 

82 
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In the far country, where the rising sun 
Smiles on the waking day, — one quiet mom 
Three Widows sat apart, with various talk 
All tinged with sadness, and the solemn tone 
Of heart-ache, and crushed hopes. And so it went 
That Naomi, whose form and tinted hair 
Betokened longest life, spoke gently forth 
Long cherished wish to seek her native land. 
And kith and kindred, who in younger days 
Had loved and counselled her. Like yearning heart 
Of universal life, which with its wounds 
Through which hope ebbs away, creeps faintly back 
To the old haunt, that Death may be at home ! 

Those younger two, meantime, with throbbing love 
Spake quick resolve to do as seemed her best, 
Their lot and hers but one ; till Orpah yields, — 
Oi-pah, whose stately step, and lofty brow 
Proclaim firm self-reliance and strong will, 
And she, persuaded, with a parting kiss 
Weeps her adieu, and cleaves to her own kin. 
While Euth, sweet Kuth, whose melody of voice 
Ne'er stirred an echo, and whose timid step 
Seemed ever trembling back, nor suasive word, 
Nor fond command, entreaty, or reproof. 
Could for one moment move from firm resolve, 
That where Naomi went, she too would go, 
Naomi's home and people should be hers, 
The God her mother loved be her God too ; — 
So Ruth clave to Naomi in sweet bonds 



Rtith. 26 [ 

Of cheering helpfulness and tender care ; 
True Daughter ! twining with soft gentleness 
Tight round the Mother heart ; and so they two, 
Loving and lovely in enshrined accord, 
Came, with fond doubting, unto Bethlehem ! 

And so the pleasant story travels on, 
All written fairlv in God's blessed Book, 
Of harvest-time, and gleaning in the field, 
And curious customs of those old, quaint days. 
With gracious guiding by the watchful care, 
And ordinance of God, to such result. 
That all were happy. Boaz, gentle man ; 
Kuth in her simple guilelessness of trust ; 
And Naomi, God-counselled, therefore blest ! 
Read the good words, and as thou readest, mark 
How wise God's guidance is, and how His love, 
Leads ever on such path as may be trod 
Securely, and in peace ! 

Aye and indeed, 
'Tis an old story, and a sweet one too. 
Of Ruth's true-heartedness, and God's kind care ! 
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i«t&- 



Jfivsi 



Stand for the right and true. 

Hold to the good and pure ; 
Be thorough, all life's varied journey through ; 

Be frank, be sure ; 
Ponder thy words, that they be calm and few, 

So best they will endure ! 

Let conscience ever guide. 

Heed not an idle tale, 
Comfort and help, churls only turn aside 

From sorrows' wail ; 
The bravery and strength of truth abide 

A craven heart will fail. 
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Is the world rude and stern ? 

Love not the rude world then ; 
With simple honesty look on and learn ; 

Do right ; be men ; 
Let not the wi'ong thy life from goodness turn ; 

God has thee in His ken ! 



Watch for the good and right ; 

Stand with the pure and brave ; 
There is true path, which leading to the light 

Thy soul should crave ; 
And yet another, ending in dark night, — 

Honour's disgrace, — and grave ! 



b 
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%Vii\. 



S^contr. 



Is the way rongh and drear ? 

God helpeth mightily ! 
Hast thou discomfort, dost thou quail and fear ? 

God pity thee ! 
With Him is boundless and eternal cheer ; 

Ask Him thy guide to be. 

What, as the world, so cold, 

So harsh and full of gloom ; 
How solemnly its leaves of care unfold ; 

For joy, scant room ! 
And little space, at longest, may withhold 

The certain day of doom. 
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Yet ever on the way, 

God's mercy round about 
Encircleth thee, a shield, and perfect stay, 

Within ! Without ! 
A glorious safeguard, if thou dost obey. 

Nor hesitate, or doubt. 

A light for eveiy place ! 

A solace for all time ! 
Come to the light, and thou shalt surely trace. 

With faith's full prime. 
How God's good counsel, and His guiding grace. 

Are joy and peace sublime ! 



I 
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giiib. 



Cbirt^. 



Does thy heart tremble yet ? 

Are thy steps frail with fear ? 
Is thy thought shaded with life's deep regret ? 

Sin skalkiDg near ? 
Does troubling conscience moan, and chafe, and fret ? 

No bright blue sky apjiear ? 

Thy look is earthward, man ! 

Look upward for relief : 
Not things below, but God alx^ve thee can 

Make trouble brief; 
The love that watched when first thv life Wgan, 

Begulates time's worst grief ! 
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Almighty to uphold 

Is Christ, thy blessed Lord ! 
He will not lose thee from His fenced fold ! 

Trust in His Word ; 
In His safe guidance, and true love, be bold ; 

Strive ! He will help afford ! 



Stand for the good and right ! 

Hold ever to the pure ! 
For Christ, thy Lord, fight earnestly His fight ! 

Triumph is sure ! 
Heaven in advance, is all repose and light ; — 

Heaven Will Endure ! 

Amen. 
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00. ri. 



W^t litljgnmajge. 



These x X confessed that they tvere strangers 
and pilgrims on the earth. For x x they declare 
plainly that they s^ek a country. And truly, if they 
had been mindful of that country from tchence they 
came out, they might have had opportunity to have 
returned. But now they desire a better country^ that 
is, an heavenly. 

Hebrews xi. 13-15. 

Strange ! through the glimmer of long bygone years, 
To mark the curious difference which obtains 
Between those old-world customs and our new ! 
Yon quaint disfigurement of outward garb, 
And sombre-coloured vesture which the mind 
Wrapped o'er the simpleness of nature's law. 
Covering all habitudes with meagre joy ! 

Oh weary waste ! dull neutral tone of life ! 
Monotony and lassitude of tire ! 
Broadcast with seeds of care and discontent, 
That antique time, when never comely Book, 
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And never rustle of the turning page, 
Thrilled thought and feeling to quick ecstasy ! 

The curious skill of deftest handiwork, 
That taught to catch the form of passing words, 
And fix indelibly in mystic signs 
The pathos, or wild mood of legend lore. 
Philosophy, or child of busy brain 
The fancy frolic of a fairy tale ; 
Or stern, sage history ; or record brief 
Of good-man life ; or poetry's soft flow ; — 
Fathomless, unsuspected secret yet 
Deep buried in futurity's abyss ! 
So for the winter day, or summer eve, 
No blessing to the rescue, such as wins 
Thankful acceptance from the waiting heart. 
Yearning for occupation's rare repast ; 
The satisfying fulness of such cheer. 
As intellectual teaching may present 
To never sated zeal, and appetite 
That grows rejoicingly, and mates the soul 
To Literature's high impress and delight ! 

Ah, then how often on the vacant heart, 
Burthened with its own emptiness forlorn, 
And longing in its loneliness for help. 
Smooth, honied words, suggestively would fall. 
All other solace failing, how 'twere well. 
With Palmer staff and cloak, the distant shrine, 
Or holy well, or reverent place to seek, 
So pilgrimage and penance be performed. 
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Oh sad decrepitude of mind enthralled 

By wily words to fruitless wanderings, 

To weary seeking, never found relief! 

Long, long adieu to home's accustomed things. 

Kind friends, and loved associates resigned, 

For footsore travel, and the scant supply 

Through morning-time, and mid-day, and sweet eve. 

And oft unresting night ; so on, and on, 

Hope buo}dng up the heart with painted show 

Of quiet in advance ! a mirage gleam, 

The veriest mockery of perturbed thought, 

And false as truth is true. Ah well-a-day ! 

Such Pilgrim life might well perplex the soul 

With grieved memories and blighted hopes ; 

A faintly mirrored type to thee, poor heart ! 

Of world-wide life, when on its anxious quest 

Of comfort, wealth, position, rest or peace. 

It wanders out alone, in pilgrim guise. 

All compassless : and finds, alas, how soon ! 

The world thus handled cutteth to the quick ; 

And so bemoans its woe, and sighs for sleep ! 



^ 
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Cl^e IpU^nmage. 



Jfirst. 

Life is but a Pilgrimage, 

Very full of toil and care ; 
Sorrow is our heritage, 

Sin abounding everywhere ; 
And while the path of life we are ascending, 
Ever regret our footsteps is attending. 

Onward, onward, we must go. 

Day and night, in cold or heat, 
Through the world's deceptive show, 
Though we walk with weary feet. 
Ah ! as the hill of Kfe we are ascending. 
Our progress, disappointment is attending. 

Persevere ! still persevere ! 

This is not the place for Kest ; 
All is change and trouble here, 
Evanescent at the best ; 
For Pilgrim life begins with coming ending. 
Death, with cold panting breath, each step attending. 
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^V ^M'^^'^W^ 




Nay, but Pilgrim-traveller, nay ! 
Life Lath yet its golden light, 
Falling softly on thy way, 
Always pleasant, very bright ; 
God's watchful kindness for thy need providing; 
Through every trouble and all danger guiding ! 

So, while toiling up the hill, 

When the road is rough and hard. 
He is ever near thee still. 
Ready to uphold and guard ; 
His loving-kindness constantly abiding, 
Helping thee tenderly, and wisely guiding. 

Trust in Him, oh trust in Him ! 
In all trouble, care, and fear ; 
Though thy vision is so dim. 
His is infinitely clear ; 
And it is well to trust, while He, presiding, 
Our every footstep, everywhere, is guiding. 
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%\t, H primage. 



Listen, weary one, again ! 

There is sweeter comfort yet ; 
Strength for weakness, health for pain. 
Solace for each sad regret ; 
Come, all your weariness and want confessing. 
To Christ the Lord, and ask Him for His blessing. 

In the wonder of His love, 

He has been a Pilgrim too ; 
And remembers now, above, 
All the pilgrim passes through ; 
Come to thy Saviour, who, all grace possessing. 
Waits for thy coming, with His loving blessing. 

He can help thee up the hill, 

Cheer in valley dark and deep ; 
And with mighty power and skill. 
Wisely guide and safely keep ; 
Come to Him, then, thy faith and love professing, 
And every step to Heaven shall own His blessing. 

Amen. 



k 
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|fo. m* 



V^i %\mui antr |p«WrjcaiT* 



And He spake this parable unto certain ichicli 
trusted in themselves that they tvere righteous, and 
despised others : Tivo men ivent up into the temple to 
pray ; the one a Pharisee, and the other a publican. 
The Pharisee stood and prayed thus with himself, God, 
I thank Thee that I am not as other men are, extor- 
tioners, unjust, adulterers, or even as this publican. [ 
fast twice in the week, I give tithes of all that I possess. 
And the publican, standing afar off, would not lift tip 
so much as his eyes unto heaven, but smote upon his 
breast, saying, God be merciful to me a sinner. I tell 
you, this man went down to his house justified rather 
than the other : for every one that exalteth himself 
shall be abased ; and he that humblcth himself shall he 
exalted. 

Luke xviii. 9—14. 



X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 


X 



TIte Pharisee and P^iblican, 275 



%\i H^arm antr 1|ttbUcaiT> 



Jfirst. 



Who that has mused upon the coil of life, 

Watched its developing, and felt its care, 
Knows its entanglement, and toil, and strife. 
The many burthens faith and hope must bear, 
But craves the buttressing of a supporting power ; 
Help for the time of need, light for the darksome hour! 

For round about the heart the tumult moan 

Of crowding thoughts and dismal fancies sweep. 
Sad memories of many a folly done, 
And shuddering fears, and solemn sorrows deep ; 
Till, with profound amaze, it hastens to confess. 
Its deep bewilderment and utter helplessness. 

The ceaseless tossing, wave succeeding wave, 

While rolls the tempest, uncontrolled within ; 
The mystery of grief, and issues grave. 
Attending on life's carelessness and sin ; 
The shadow^s dark and drear, in densely folded cloud. 
Suggestive whisperings deep,temptations fierce and loud . 

T 2 
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And worst of all. to the poor frightened soul. 

The traitor welcome, from its own frail thought ; 
The unconcern, and little self-control. 

While circumstance, with such dismay is fraught; 
The quick forgetfulness of many a peril past, 
And disregarding scorn, on ceaseless warnings cast. 

The foul upheaving of the scum of pride. 

Stirred from the dreary depths of self-conceit ; 
Silly disguisings, and attempt to hide 
How rebel thoughts the rebel feelings greet ; 
And all the dreaminess of heedless, wayward will. 
That cleaves to its own way, or sits morosely still. 

weary weariness ! the grief of grief ! 

When life bows down to pride's despotic sway. 
And through the tenure of existence brief, 

Walks blindfold, wandering from the Eight away ; 
The misty chill and gloom of night-alarm about ; 
No glowing warmth within, no cheering gleam without. 
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C^t ipl^anset antr 1|utlkan- 



Stra-Nge ! that experience should so speak in vain, 

Neglected so the lessons life has learned ; 
Strange ! that the oft-recurring throb of pain, 
No deeper memory or regard has earned ; 
The careless heart befooled with fancied peace and ease, 
With egotistic zeal, seeking itself to please. 

The various influence of passing time. 

The impress and result of joy and care ; 
The voice of God in all events sublime. 
His Present overruling everywhere ; 
The attitude and progress of surrounding things. 
How may the Life resist the lesson Living brings ! 

The oft recoil of disappointed heart, 

Which in the impulse of its fancied might, 
Has volunteered to take a foremost part, 
And soon discerned its folly exquisite. 
And from a hard rebuke retiring in dismay, 
Bemoaned the frolic gleam that led it so astray. 
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O foolish Pride, that, looking all askant, 

Sees not the glorious skill and wondrous power 
Of the Great God, whose love supplies the want, 
And fills the yearning craving of each hour, 
Without whose constant help, and ever watchful heed. 
Life's pilgrimage is drear uncertainty indeed. 

Proud ! when the weak result of every day 

Proves the soul's ignorance and helplessness ; 
Proud ! when the impulses our lives ohey, 
The vanity of foolishness express ; 
And every step we take is strangely insecure. 
Our vision faint and dim, not one fresh footfall sure ! 

^ There is heart safety, but it is Above, 

Far, far above the rugged road of pride ; 
There is a soothing calm, a voice of love, 
A Home where everlasting joys abide ; 
But they who would partake, must seek in humble mood , 
God's blessed Spirit help. His guidance wise and good ! 
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W^i "^mmt atttr |publkair* 



HAPPINESS, to wait with lowly mind, 

On our good God, through Jesus Christ the Lord ; 
A perfect solace for the heart to find. 
In the sweet counsel of His Holy Word, 
And patiently to watch the loving teaching, true. 
His gracious Will to know, with firm resolve to do ! 

For never may the heart that rightly feels 

Its ignorance and need, presume to hoast ; 
And ever, as experience reveals. 
How utterly its purity is lost 
In very hopelessness, and sense extreme of care. 
For Refuge and Resource we must to Christ repair. 

He is so Great, that, all abashed and cowed. 
Our littleness its boasting well may hide ; 
So Good, that heart-aches, multiform, avowed, 
The only place of Rest is near His side ; 
And the sole comforting for all our fear and doubt, 
Js, shunning snares within, to seek His aid without. 
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O blessed rest, when Faith in Him is strong ! 

perfect joy, when Love to him is true ! 
Contentment how profound, how sweet the song. 
The peace and patience ever fresh and new, 
Whenrelf-reproved and still, with tender conscience meek. 
In His perfection pure, our only rest we seek ! 

Bow down thine head, poor soul, when thou dost come. 

Wanting and Weary, to the Lord of grace ; 
Clothed with humility approach the Home, 

Where, in His gooodness, God reveals His face ; 
Wouldst thou His mercy seek? His pardoningblessing crave ? 
O come as it is meet, when thou thy soul wouldst save ! 

And Christ, the precious Saviour, hath Kepose, 

Comfort and Cheer for most profound distress ; 
Without the speaking, all thy anguish knows. 
And Waits with loving willingness to bless ; 
Courage ! the faintest sigh, the humble speechless plea. 
Access to Him shall gain, and all prevailing be ! 

Amen. 
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|IjO, %XXh 



C^e S0rroi»fiil Pian* 



Andy behold, one came and said unto him, Good 
Master, what good thing shall I do, that I may have 
eternal life ? And he said unto him, Why callest thou 
me good ? there is none good hut one, that is, God : 
hut if thou wilt enter into life, keep the commandments. 
He saith unto Him, Which ? Jesus said. Thou, shalt 
do no murder. Thou shalt not commit adultery. Thou 
shalt not steal, Thou shalt not hear false witness. 
Honour thy father and thy mother : and. Thou shalt 
love thy neighhour as thyself The young man saith 
unto Him, All these things have I kept from my youth 
up : what lack I yet ? Jesus said unto him. If thou 
IV lit he perfect, go and sell that thou hast, and give to 
the poor, and thou shalt have treasure in heaven : and 
come and follow Me. But ivhen the young man heard 
that saying, he tvent away Sorrowful : for he had great 
possessions, 

Matthew, xix. 16 — 22. 

A MARBLE hall ! in which a fountain played, 
With trickling gentleness and soothing sound ; 
Where, clustering, parti-coloured columns smooth 
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And bright with sparkling polish, towered high 
Through fretwork tracery, to arched dome ; 
While, with soft folds, o'er many a doorway hung 
Rich silken curtains, of pale azure tint, 
Concealing, yet not hindering lightest breath 
Of wandering air, that played about the place. 

A garden fair ! with broad, high, terrace path, 
Overlooking downward sweep of floral charms 
And foliage new and rare; the gathered store 
Of many a distant land. Sweet song of birds 
Whose rainbow plumage flashed amid the green, 
Marking the silence by soft melodies ; 
And over all, the gathering neutral hue 
Of falling eventide, through which the moon, 
Low down i' th' horizon, faintly upward threw 
A timid glance, beseeching welcoming. 

And to and fro, and to and fro the while 
On that broad terrace, all alone, with slow 
And measured pace, the youthful master strode. 
Boundless possessions his ! ancestral store, 
And all elaborate grouping, and supply 
Of treasures multiform and manifold. 
To the heart's surfeit and overwhelmed content. 

Yet the mind's riches were more plenteous still ; 
For that pale brow had bent o'er history's roll. 
And gathered philosophic lore profound 
And all the curious learning of the schools ; 
Glanced at the fable-world, and revelled oft 
In poetry's sweet solace, and knew well 
Music's enravishment, and many a time 



The Sorrow/ill Man. 283 

With dextrous hand, and well-attuned voice, 
Had given the listening critic group, new joy. 

In vain ! the hungry soul still craved for food, 
Finding no comfort in the world's delight, 
Or satisfied demand though yearning hearts 
Of parents, or of sister's purest love, 
Or friends, or country claiming his kind heed. 
Full to repletion, blessed his very name ! 
The sunshine passing his life's dial left 
Only dull surface, cold and lustreless. 
The soul still craving on ! And so it was 
That on this very day, in utmost need 
And very desperateness of heart distress. 
Through thronging multitude, with reckless force 
In utter self-amazement and recoil, 
He stood before the blessed Saviour, Christ, 
Of whom the great world spake disparagement, 
While the poor loved, and sought rejoicingly ! 
And then, perforce, the tremulous accents came. 

Tell me. Good Master, tell me what to do 

That my vexed heart may learn, as it wo aid fain. 

How best Eternal Life it may secure ! 
gentle pathos of the loving tone. 
The melting pity of deploring look. 
Resting upon, and circling round him there ! 
While through and through the heart's envelopings, 
That pure, calm, infinite eye scanned solemnly 
And knew the life's whole histoiy ! so He spake, — 

Wouldst thou know this, indeed ? Sell that thou hast, 

I 
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Let the Poor have it all ; and come thou then, 

Just as thou art, poor soul ! and follow Me. 
sad dismay and disappointment stern ! 
withering blast of scorching heat and drought 
Where hope had looked for rain ! — What, give up All ! 
That pleasant home, possessions, place and power ? 
What, all that made life glorious and complete ? 
What, All !— " Yes, All ! and come and follow Me !" 

wonderful observance of the eye 
That piercing through the outward coil of things, 
Saw the idolatrous temple reared within, 
Where worldHness was worshipped, and tore down 
The veil which hid the secret from itself ! 
heave and toss of heart, and stormy thought 
Rushing with wave on wave on rocky shore, 
Of that resounding soul, so desolate. 
When, Sorrowful indeed, he turned away ! 

'Twas morning then ; *tis the cool evening hour 
And ever, to and fro, and to and fro, 
As now, upon that lofty terrace walk, 
The hurried foot and fitful, has paced on 
With wretched tumult surging up within 
The heart all dismally ; for that indeed, 
He hath so great possessions. — Alas ! Alas ! 
How Sorrowful He is ! 



The Sorrowful Man, 285 



%\% Sorrofofwl Stan. 



Jirst* 



The glare and glitter of all earthly things, 
In grouped pageantry of strange profusion, 
Tempting the heart with fierce and wild delusion ; 

The foolishness of sinfulness, which springs 
From the world's tangle and involved confusion, 

What weariness to life ! what grieving care it brings ! 

Who that has ventured on the winding way, 

Where sparkling sunshine seemed to fall so brightly. 
With thoughtless footstep tripping forward lightly, 

Never believing clouds could dim such day, — 

But found, too soon, rough road and things unsightly. 

Filling the heart with fear, its prospect with dismay ! 
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And all the gi-eed and gathering of rich store, 
Common delights received almost with scorning, 
Time's golden ornaments and rich adorning, 

Gems too profuse to turn with patience o'er,: — 
Night for sweet incense, flattery for the morning. 

But aggregated care, cumbering life more and more ! 



Till in the utter weariness, no less ! 
Of heart unsatisfied with its possessing. 
There riseth up the -moan of sad confessing. 

That all is vanity and emptiness, 

Mere worldly living, life devoid of blessing, 

A sorrow ! all Unreal ! nor substance or impress ! 
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Yet why ? when all life's blessing and its good, 
The gold and garnishing and varied treasure, 
The generous bestowal without measure, 

Ai^e God's of right ! and home, and health, and food, 
Kind exposition of His holy pleasure, 

Alas, too lightly held ! too little understood I 



Let but his sanction rest upon thy head, 

His loving heed, and constant care attend thee ; 
His mighty power from outward foes defend thee ; 

And through the snares and toils around thee spread. 
His own Almighty, present help, befriend thee. 

Through life's great battle then, shall be nor doubt or dread ! 
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For all the l)eautiful, and all the true, 

The mental power, the influence and position; 
Tlie sunnypath, loved home, life's high condition. 

All joy and pleasantness the journey through. 
Ours to enjoy, by His so kind permission. 

Would blessings be alway, His bidding while we do ! 

Life cannot harm if we but live aright, 

God's gifts and mercies hurt not in the using, 
His comforts and delights our hearts suffusing, 

Are good and pleasant in His holy sight ; 
He claims not hermit-life, all cheer refusing ; 

Sorrow is not His Will, but Solace Infinite ! 
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Yet mark tliee well ! tliy heart is far too frail 
To trust in its own governance and guiding ; 
What bliss to know that, over all presiding 

The blessed Saviour sees when foes assail, 

And to the soul, through faith in Him abiding, 

Sufficing strength imparts, that cannot faint or fail. 

All things in Him, the brightest and most fair, 
Are loving-kindnesses our path surrounding. 
The verity of aflfluent love abounding, 

To shelter us with comfort everywhere ; 

Soft echo from His heart of heart resounding ; 

Pure sanctity of peace ; strong stimulus to prayer ! 



I 
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And while in Him alone we truly rest, 

From Him, with hearty thanks, all joy receiving ; 

In Him with earnestness of faith helieving. 
All that He gives may be enjoyed with zest, 

The soul, though faint, the outline still perceiving 
Of God's Eternal love the Foretaste manifest ! 



Live so to Him, then, that thy life may be 
Far above sorrow and the world's depressing ; 
That, His good help and loving cheer possessing, 

His consolations may abound to thee ; 
Thy soul to Him true loyalty professing. 

Sweet Peace thy portion now, henceforth. Eternally ! 

Amen. 
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^;irZ Jezu^ sat over against the treasury, and be- 
held how the people cast money into the treasury: 
and many that were rich cast hi much. And there 
came a certain poor tvidow, and she threw in two 
mites, 2vhich make a farthing. And he called unto 
him, his disciples, and saith unto them, Verily, I say 
unto you, That this poor tvidoiv hath cast more in, 
than all they which have cast into the treasury: For 
all they did cast in of their abundance ; but she of her 
want did cast in all that she had, even all her living, 

Mark xii. 41 — 44. 

Jerusalem ! The Temple ! 

And the hour 
Young morning, in the freshness of its power ! 
The city is alive with various stir, 
Of bustling toil, and passing passenger, 
And to the careless eye, the day is one 
Like thousands that have, unrecorded, gone 
Into the silence of forgetfulness, 
Without one incident to make impress. 

u2 
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Yet mark ! with weary foot, and downcast eye, 
A Widow, with dejected air, draws nigh ; 
Her thoughts, unconscious of surrounding things, 
Steeped in the isolation sorrow brings ; 
So holding her uneasy way among 
The all-unheeding turmoil of the throng 
Lo, at the temple gate she turns aside, 
And, entering where the court expanded wide. 
With closely-folded clasp of trembling hands. 
In momentary hesitation stands ; 
Then with impulsive quickness, as she passed, 
Her gift into the treasury was cast. 
Two Mites, — no more ! 

It is the time of prayer ! 
And that poor heart, with all its lonely care, 
In the mute desolation of its grief, 
Has come to seek for solace, or relief; 
The world has been to her a dreary place, 
A pilgrimage she loves not to retrace ; 
For shadows, cold and dark, upon it rest. 
And home has lost the joys it once possessed. 

What then ! there is a Friend who never dies. 
Of boundless love, and ceaseless sympathies ; 
Her sorrows He observes, her pain can feel, 
Comfort in loneliness, relieve, and heal ! 
So, hither with the burthen of such woe. 
As hearts, whose hopes have all departed, know. 
She comes, in her extremity of need, 
YoY succour, and His help, with God to plead. 
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Methinks the eye that watched the Widow pray, 
The care that followed all her anxious way, 
The power that gives, continues, or withholds. 
Bares to cold sorrow, or with love enfolds ; 
That tender heart which mourned with her distress. 
Knew every pang, and all her helplessness, 
Soothed by His conscious presence and relief. 
That hour extreme of penuiy and grief; 
Moved by the wondrous working of His will. 
Some stream of comfort her parched heart to fill ; 
Sent such supply as cheered life's need and pain, 
Storing her home with thankfulness again. 
Whispered His consolations to her soul, 
And made the sad and wounded spirit whole ; 
Calmed by His counsel, comforted and blest. 
And gave the weary mourner peace and rest ! 
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The curious involvment of the things 

Which give significance and force to life, 
The interchange or intertwine that springs 

With pleasantness, or deep depression rife. 
The varied aspect daily duty brings, 

With vexing tangle in its care and strife ; 
What lesson to the heart the grouping gives, 
While in the light of truth the watchful spirit lives ! 

But if with selfish indolence the soul, 

Retired and sullen, watches from afar. 
Pretending that events defy control. 

And circumstance and change unyielding are, 
While, wave on wave, the gathering discords roll, 
And all the din and tumult, rush and jar 
Of the great world, are falling on the ear, 
Withoxxi regard or heed, nor sympathy or fear ; 
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And though the moan of many a weary heart 
Comes with the emphasis of drear dismay, 
And silently the tears of sorrow start, 

And trouble wails upon its cheerless way, 
While young life trembles at its solemn part, 
And age bemoans the joy that will not stay. 
Yet without impress or persuasion, all 
On cold impassiveness indifferently fall ; 



What life is this ? its dignity or power ? 

If thus in self-absorption it abides, 
Though dashed upon its margin every hour. 

As flow and ebb time's everlasting tides. 
Distress and shuddering anguish moan and cower ; 
While misery its griefs in silence hides, 
Whelmed in the coil and secresy of care, 
And melancholy hath its vigils everywhere. 



O wonderful mysteriousness and claim 

Of interwoven, interweaving thought I 
The linked intercourse, the praise and blame 

With which Opinion is for ever fraught ; 
The mutual buttressing, the hindered fame ; 
The gathered, priceless triumphs, all unsought ; 
The wild, electric shuttle, fast and free. 
That weaves to outward garb life's robe of destiny ! 
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The marvellous uprolling of the clue, 

Which, if unrolled, would indicate the right ; 
Old paths neglected, heart-crave for the new ; 

The divers shifts, and jerkings infinite ; 
Frivolity, regardless of the true ; 

A wilfulness resolved, in love's despite ; 
life of little worth, repulsion sore, 
When the dwarfed soul lies down, to dream its fancies o'er ! 



No hand stretched out to do its devoir free ; 
No generous impulse to uphold and aid ; 
The whisper of a cheerful charity. 

Of its own melody of tone afraid ; 
Unpitying scorn to sorrow's shivering plea 
Insensible, though conscience stem upbraid ; 
obdm'ate recoil to shame and sin. 
Though mercy, eloquent, would fain to goodness win ! 



Shall it be so, that every gift and grace. 

Wrapped up and buried, starkly cold and dead, 
The soul all withered in the drear embrace. 
And hollow hideousness of selfish dread, 
Hides with a trembling hand its frightened face, 
When of external claims admonished ! 
littleness of littleness ! alas. 
That tyrant selfishness can to such depth debase ! 
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Wake up, thou sleeper ! lo, it is the day ! 

The chinks and crevices of time are bright, 
A flood of sunshine rests on life's highway, 

What hinders thee from walking in the light ? 
Wouldst thou but listen, ponder, and obey, 
With earnest wish to do and be the right ! 
God loveth hearts that true and trustful be. 
And wisely guideth them, and helpeth mightily ! 

How full of loving-kindness are His ways ! 

How tender and compassionate His care ! 
And ever His Almightiness displays 

Good- will to cherish, comfort, and to spare ; 
Life's night of toil, the burthens of its days 
Cheered by its present counsel everywhere ; 
So the abounding of His love bestowed. 
While blessings multiform, refresh on life's rough roadi 
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Joy for the soul ! that such example high, 

May be the aim to which its hope aspires, 
Whence meditation, drawing its supply, 
Shall moderate and model its desires, 
And watching every symbol passing by. 

While striving towards the pureness it admires. 
Resemble so the pattern God has given. 
That life may image back the perfectness of heaven ! 



For then the freeness and expansive sweep 

Of an enlarged benevolence shall dwell 
Within the soul, in calm profoundly deep. 

With soothing solace irresistible ; 
Kind heart for heartaches, tears for those who weep, 
A gentle word all roughness to repel ; 
And the quick, ready hand to help in need. 
Succour for troublous times, true friend in word and deed, 



And if it be that in thine own dear home, 

The rush and din of world-vexations flow. 
And pain and weariness of sorrow come. 

And dark and drear the deepening shadows grow, 
Or surgings of fierce tempest rage and foam. 
And blasts of adverse winds with fury blow, 
Thy soul, through all, may rest in perfect peace. 
For God's controlling love can bid each trial cease. 
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P trust in Him, with an entire content, 

To Him devote, of all thou hast, the hest. 
What so exalting as life's vigour spent 

In service, with such recompense imprest. 
His blessed smile love's high embodiment, 
His presence and approval manifest ; 
All purity of purpose, the repose 
Of heart and life on Him, who every sorrow knows ! 



Ah, it is very precious to receive, 

Mercy and blessing from His sovereign hand. 
His willingness to help, with joy believe, 

And welcome and obey His wise command. 
And though the heart o'er frequent failure grieve. 
Firm to the Right, with zeal and patience stand. 
God helping thee. True heart, it shall be Well ; 
His Will by thee be done. His Praise thy living tell. 



Thence comes uplifting of the shrouding veil. 

Which hindered so life's aspect bright and fair ; 
No more its mysteries with doubt assail, 
• Nor thrilling pangs of sorrow and despair. 
But thankful hearts the radiant sunlight hail, 
God's wondrous wisdom shining everywhere ; 
Conflict and Rest, and changeful nights and days, 
And time, and life's results, all showing forth His praise ! 
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Praise to the Lord oor God, and Christ His Son, 

And to the Holy Spirit, erer praise ! 
For all the Savionr's loving-kindness shown. 

The merciful intent of all His ways : 
For holy record of His marvels done, 
The tenderness of love His life displays ; 
The beauty and instruction which comhine 
To make life's lesson glad, its joy and hope divine. 

Come to the teaching ! sitting at His feet, 

With meek attention and an humble mind ; 
And Ho will show, with accents kind and sweet, 
How surely peace and comfort thou shalt find j 
Kticli promised blessing certain and complete, 
All things abiding where His Will assigned ; 
While that which to thyself may strange appear. 
To Him is right and good, and infinitely clear. 
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Remember ! that to Him the outward guise, 

Has no concealment or deceptive show, 
Nature no secrets, and no mysteries, 

Time no revealing in its onward flow ; 
That Life is full of holiest harmonies. 

And Providence His dwelling-place below ; 
While the supreme overruling of His will 
Is matchless perfectness, profoundest depth of skill ! 



Remember ! that He felt, as we must feel. 
The discipline and care of mortal things. 
Knew the sharp sorrows change and toil reveal, 

How disappointment from all sources springs. 
That quiet seemings, troubles sore conceal, 
And life flows on with constant murmurings ; 
While the harsh world, for Him had comforts scant. 
No home to soothe His heart, or cheer for weary want. 



And yet, through all the solemn pain and care, 

His words were gentle, as His thoughts were pure ; 
His living sanctified by ceaseless prayer. 

The usage of his Power to help and cure ; 
Words of good counsel spoken everywhere, 
The record of such love as must endure, 
And has, and will, for the entire content 
Of man's so craving need, through time's bewilderment. 
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Aye, our so gracious, ever-blessed Lord 

Could lovingly approve the Widow's mite ; 
Had but compassionate forgiving word. 

For Iler, whose sin had poignance exquisite ; 
Acceptf d kindness at the humblest board. 
And lx)rc reproach with patience infinite ; 
Unwearied and unceasing in His love, 
Kxamjde good and true, to guide our feet above. 

follow, follow, with an earnest heart. 

And bless the world with holy life and deed ! 
If thou art full, then of thy wealth impart 

For Christ's sake, to His poor, to cheer their need ; 
Is thy lot lowly ? still in Christ thou art. 
Let all thou dost from love to Him proceed ; 
Not for thy doing, but its willingness, 
Will He accept thy gift, and sanctify and bless. 

happy heart, that lives with simple aim. 
The law of God to keep, His will to do ! 
blessed life, that has an humble claim 

On Christ's sweet love, its pilgrim-travel through ! 
O glorious hope, that trusting in His name, 
Waits patiently for home, in mansions new ! 
joyful faith of perfectness. to be, 
When Christ shall say, ** Well done ! Come Best thee 
now with Me!'' 

Amen. 
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A certain man, x x Lazarus, of Bethany, tlie 
town of Mary and her sister Martha; it was that 
Mary which anointed the Lord with ointment, and 
wiped his feet tvith her hair, x x Now Jesus 
loved Martha, and her sister, and Lazarus. 

John xii 1, 2, 5. 

Bethany was nigh unto Jerusalem, about fifteen 
furlongs off. 

John xi. 18. 

Jesus ivent out of the city unto Bethany ; and He 

lodged there. 

MA.TT. xxi. 16, 17. 

It came to pass, that x x Martha received 
Him into her house. And she had a sister called 
Mary, ivhich also sat at Jesus' feet, and heard his 
words. 

Luke x. 38, 39. 

The day is fading, and the glowing west 
In gorgeous robe of golden radiance drest ; 
The sun fast sinking, while long shadows deep. 
O'er the wide-spreading plain in silence creep. 



^ 
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In gentle converse at a lowly door. 
Tracing day's varied scenes and duties o'er, 
Two Sisters, with their Brother, fondly sit. 
Each separate heart to each in concord knit ; 
While oft-inquiring tone, and thoughtful eye, 
Betoken hope, and hope's anxiety ; — 
With sudden start then falls the whispered word ; 

" Sister, dear Sister, yonder comes the Lord !" 

Lo, with a quiet foot, and tranquil gait, 
And poise of form in dignity sedate, 
Slow, as if weary, yet with aspect high, 
A thin, pale, lonely Man, is drawing nigh. 

With quick, warm welcome, Mary hastes to meet 
The guest whose coming most she loves to greet, 
And LnznruB strives how best he may attend, 
With kind and reverent help, his honoured Friend, 
While Martha covers with attentive care. 
The table with its simple evening fare ; 
The sweet, fresh milk, and fragrant fruit, and bread. 
Beneath the garden porch all quickly spread ; 
And there, the Three, with Him they love so well. 
Listen to Words, which well and wisely tell 
How much has passed with Him since last they met. 
Much to rejoice in, much to cause regret ; 
How a sick woman, in her gi'ievous need, 
Pressed through the crowd, for healing help to plead. 
And would not be denied ; and how, one day, 
Whc)i from a humble home they bore away. 
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Dead, to entomb, a widow's only boy. 
He met, and, to the mother's speechless joy. 
Restored the lad to life ; and how He gave 
Food to five thousand ; stretched his hand to save 
Rash Peter, sinking ; heard the blind man's cry ; 
Stilled the wild sea, when raging rude and high ; 
And many another kind and wondrous deed, 
Teaching and comforting, with helpful heed. 

He did not speak of all the toil and care, 
That gathered round his goings everywhere ; 
The many insults, and contumely rude ; 
The strange forgettings and ingratitude ; 
Oft weary travel, and unnumbered 
The heart-aches, without home to lay His head; 
The scanty food, and footsore toil, and care "; 
Long days of sorrow, nights of lonely prayer ; 
But those fond listeners, looking on that face, 
All the sad, solemn history could trace. 
And marvelled at the patience of His love, 
Which, unrequited, could so constant prove. 

The Sun has set, and through the evening haze,, , 
The crescent Moon her silver light displays. 
Yet still the modulated converse flows. 
Each listening heart intent, no langour knows ; 
Till as the gathering shadows grow more deep. 
And busy life is hushed to quiet sleep, 
That loved and honoured One has speech so high. 
In lofty wisdom, and sweet sanctity, 

X 
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The pure and loving pathos of His lieart, 
So mingling with each truth His lips impart, 
So gentle and so tender is each tone, 
Such lustre by each illustration thrown, 
On life's perplexed, or unaccustomed path. 
Such urgency to good His suasion hath, 
That rapt in fond bewilderment, each eye 
Looks with admiring joy, adoringly ; 
And every ear receives with glad assent, 
The wondrous words of comforting content. 
And every tongue is mute with love's amaze. 
While thought is thrilled to ecstasy of praise ! 



So, — till the good words cease, and then each heart, 
Muses, in silent thankfulness apart, 
That such sweet blessedness to them is given, 
Such help to holy life, and hope of Heaven, 
That such a Friend is theirs, and to their Home, 
Such consolation, and true peace should come. 



Now night presents its claim ; that weary frame 
For quiet peace and solace, hither came, 
And love is all unselfish, and foregoes 
Its joy, that His frail body may repose ; 
HencC; with fond urgency, low words suggest, 
How it were well to take the needed rest, 
Ere which, — within, — alone, — with one accord, 
They kneel in Evening Worship with the Lord. 
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But who may say, what heart conceive or tell, 
How from those lips the holy utterance fell, 
The wonderful communion of repose, 
Which there commingling, up to heaven arose, 
The soothing calm, and pure, exalted love. 
Which followed, as He led their souls ahove. 
The perfect peace, and holy, happy rest. 
The pathos of the praise, the soul request 
That waited hopefully on God's good will. 
Content, and thankful ; patient, and so still ! 

Messed season of entire delight ! 
solace and refreshment infinite ! 
refuge and resource for troubled thought ! 
Light for the soul, with fragrant beauty fraught ! 
Happy Home ! so sanctified by prayer. 
Blessed indeed, with such an Inmate there ! 
And never time was fuller of real joy. 
Never true pleasure freer from alloy. 
Than that unruffled, holy evening hour. 
That quiet night of soul-refining power, 
And never earthly peace may purer be. 
Than that which filled the Home at Bethany ! 



x2 
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When the pathway of life is through comfort and joy, 

The sun of prosperity pleasantly shining, 
And the heart has no fear, and its peace no alloy, 

Eeraembrance and hope with thanksgiving combining, 
How full of delight is the shelter of Home, 

All brightness and beauty and pureness possessing, 
Where calmness, and kindness, and quietness come, 

To sanction enjoyment, and bless every blessing ! 

Or when sorrow and sadness encompass the way, 

And perplexities many, the heart are sun-ounding, 
And the shadows fall deeply, obscuring the day. 

While care presses harshly, and fears are abounding, 
Oh then, with heart-craving for refuge and rest, 

The weary one, fondly and earnestly cleaving 
To the place whose sweet solacing ever was best. 

Turns Homeward, rejoicingly, trusting, believing ! 
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For in all things, and always, the Welcome is true, 

The constancy thorough, in patience abiding ; 
And the smile is bright sunshine, the cheer ever new, 

A loving contentment all roughnesses hiding I 
with preciousness, peacefully, comes to the heart. 

Home's sweet consolation in seasons of sadness. 
And there ever springing, securely apart, 

Is the fount of perpetual blessing and gladness ! 
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Is thy Home full of light, and thy life full of cheer ? 

Thy days, are they pleasant ? thy nights full of blessing? 
The enjoyment of kindness and sympathy near ? 

Thy heart the true solace of friendship possessing ? 
Remember ! Remember ! that all life's delight, 

Its charm and secureness, are God's gracious giving; 
That His wisdom alone can direct thee aright ! 

And quiet is peace only while to Him living ! 

Or comes time T^ith discomfort ? is discipline care ? 

Thy progress oft hindered by obstacles dreary ? 
Are thy burthens oppressive, and painful to bear ? 

Thy heart often sad, and thy feet often weary ? 
Yet in all things, and always, the same loving heed. 

Is before, and behind, and around, and above thee ; 
And the heart and the home may be tranquil indeed ; 

While time's passing troubles ought never to move thee I 
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bethink thee ! the Hand that creation upholds, 

Is the same that has thine in the might of its keeping , 
The Power that all Power in its marvel enfolds, 

Provides for thy safety, or waking or sleeping ! 
Then be faithful, and trustful, and patient, and pure. 

Thy Home, with its hopes in all confidence leaving 
To Him, whose wise teachings and comforts endure ; 

Contented, and thankful, rejoicing, believing ! 
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Is IT SO ? It is so ! that the light and the shade. 

Are ever in curious variety blending, 
And the foothold of progress no sooner is made, 

Than signs of decay will betoken an ending ; 
Then, Wayfarer, seek thee a Home, where the peace. 

Unruffled and perfect, is ever enduring. 
Where the sun never setting, the day cannot cease ; 

The Rest thy soul yearns for, for ever securing ! 

Sweet Repose for the weary ! when tenderly led 

By the Lord Jesus Christ, through all worldly commotion. 

Where the sunshine of heaven eternally shed, 
Shall kindle and sanctify ceaseless devotion. 

Blessed Home for time's pilgrims ! safe Refuge from sin ! 
The glory and gladness of changeless reposing ! 

Where all that is precious and pure is within ; 
Life ever new aspect of brightness disclosing ! 



Bethany. 313 

Wilt thou Come ! wilt thou Come ! in thy need and thy fear ? 

Come ; there is welcome, and shelter, and blessing, 
His heart in its tenderness bids thee draw near, 

Thy want and unworthiness frankly confessing. 
Wilt thou Come ; wilt thou Come ! to the Rest of this home ? 

Come ! and thy heart shall be desolate never ; 
There is welcome, and solace, and blessing. — Come ! 

Come Now, and be Blessed for Ever and Ever ! 

Amen. 
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When they tvere come to the place which is called 
Calvary, there they crucified Him. And all his 
acquaintance, and the women that followed Him 
from Galilee, stood afar off, beholding. 

And there was a man named Joseph, a good man 
and a just. This man besought Pilate that he might 
take away the body of Jesus ; and Pilate gave him 
leave. He came therefore, and took the body ofJe&us. 

And the women also followed after, and beheld the 
sepulchre, and how his body was laid. 

And very early in the morning, the first day of the 
2veek, Mary Magdalene, and the other Mai^, came to 
see the sepulchre. 

And they entered in, and found not the body of the 
Lord Jesus. 

Now when Jesus was risen. He appeared first to 
Mainj Magdalene, and she went and told them that 
had been with Him, as they mourned and wept. 

After that He appeared in another form unto two 
of them, as they zvalked and tvent into the country. 

And maily signs truly did Jesus in the presence 
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of his disciples. And He led them out as far as to 
Bethany, and He lifted up His hands and blessed 
them. And it came to pass that while He blessed 
them, He was parted from them, and a cloud received 
Him out of their sight. 

The Evangelists. 



Evening. — Mount Calvary. 

With heavy hearts, and disappointment deep, 

The few firm friends have watched the closing scene. 

With all its mystic and portentous signs. 

And now with clouded faith and trembling hope, 

The crowd all gone, the city tumult still. 

With hushed attention, and a stealthy foot, 

And loving, wondering reverence, are come 

With due official leave, yet no light fear 

Of fitful multitudes, or vengeful hate 

Of the proud priesthood, to perform, alas ! 

The last sad offices to their dear Lord. 
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Night. — At the Sepulchre. 

Night is upon her throne ! the countless stars 
That wait and watch upon her dark delight, 
Are, in their boundless beauty bright and pure. 
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Shedding faint glimmer o'er the rugged path, 
On which, with silent and encumbered thought, 
The trembling group press forward with due heed, 
And measured footsteps, to appointed place. 
Where, with fond reverence, and in order due, 
All things made ready by the anxious care. 
And wise arrangement, forethought, and kind love 
Of Joseph's self, in his own burial-place, 
Unused as yet, they mournfully dispose 
The scarce-cold corpse, and without word or sign 
Of the strange tumult thoughts that surge within, 
Retire, with noiseless footsteps, to without ; 

X X X X 

X X X X 

X X X X 

Very Early in the Morning. — In the Garden. 

Night, then the day, and yet another night ; 
And when the birds' low, intermittent chirp. 
And pale, dull, neutral tint in the far east, 
Hint the up-waking of a second day, 
Lo ! with uncertain footsteps, through the gloom, 
Two women silently and slowly come ; 
Grief on each face, and weariness of gait, 
Symbol the watchfulness, and bitter woo. 
Of those drear nights, and the sad Sabbath-day, 
A grievous time of heart-ache and despair I 
So hitherward with kind and fond intent. 
And woman's intrepidity of love, 
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Bearing sweet spices to anoint the dead, 
Alone, in darkness, they hold on their way. 

X X X X 

X X X X 

X X X X 

So, hand in hand. 
With sometimes whisper of remembered words 
That He had spoken, and past happy scenes 
Ketouched and re-embellished, traced anew 
To gladden and to grieve, they mourned along. 
Through the dark silence of the sleeping day. 

Daybreak. 

Gently, as when in soft and tiny bed 
A rousing infant opens its blue eyes. 
And shutting, dreams again, till life once more 
Asserts its verity, and conquers sleep. 
And, smile succeeding smile, the merry heart 
Is all astir again I So with pale flush 
Tinging th' horizon with a tremulous light. 
Quickly retiring, as if all too soon, 
And then with brighter and more certain glow 
Painting the east with gold and crimson hues ; 
Young Morning, in the charm of earliest joy. 
Trips forward cheerily, with gladsome gait, 
To wake the drowsy world from out its dreams. 
Then through the crisp, fresh air, with earnest gaze. 
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And palpitating hearts, and shrinking doubt, 
Listening intent amid the hush of morn, 
While footfall nor of soldier, or harsh word 
Of the stern watchers, or their fcolish jeer. 
Breaks the deep calm ; lo ! to the straining sight, 
Gapes the black hollow of the open tomb ; 
The seals all broken, and the stone removed. 
And naught to hinder or repel approach ; 
So those true women, in their loving might, 
Haste to their errand's aim, and find it vain I 
Unrolled the linen cloth, the spices strewn. 
Nor sign of haste or spoiling, but repose ; 
Yet no dead friend was there ! 
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Afteenoon. — At Bethany. 

Time passing on, with all its wondrous coil 
Of incident and teaching, there befel 
All lovingly, for the disciples' peace. 
The many tokens of the living power, 
And mighty marvels of the blessed Lord. 
That pleasant journey in the eventide 
Unto Emmaus, of the two sad friends. 
And His kind teaching and sweet solacing; 
The coming to their midst through closed doors, 
And gentle speech, rebuking Thomas' doubts 
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By exhibition of excusing love, 

And tender courteousness, so pitiful, 

That wondering fear was all absorbed, and died 

In the bright ecstasy of holy faith, 

And blessed boundlessness of heart-content ! 

The sultry noon has passed, yet the full day. 
With exquisite completeness and high prime, 
Holdeth its glittering sceptre, and displays 
A regal aflSuence of golden light. 
While, with slow travel, on scant-shaded path, 
Those glad disciples, crowding round the Lord, 
Went on their wondering way to Bethany ; 
Listening to words of wisdom kindly said. 
And marvellous counselling, and cheering hopes. 
Grouped with profusion ; and the loving smile. 
The touch of sympathy, and thrilling charm 
Of friendship's true confidingness and joy ; 
Memories refreshed, and thought and feeling roused 
To a renewed vigour and delight ; 
Glimpses of coming glory opened up. 
And promise of sure help for future need. 
And each and all so warned and comforted, 
That though presentiment of coming grief 
Flitted about their souls, that blessed hour 
Contained such fulness of perennial peace, 
Such rapture of repose, as never more 
Might pass into forgetfulness away ! 

So, with unweai'ied steps they held their course 
Right on to Bethany, passing Martha's home, 



320 Metrical Lay Sermons. 

Paused for the greeting of remembering smile, 

But stayed not, till achieved the sharp ascent. 

And reached the grassy summit of a hill 

Which offered wide survey o'er many a mile. 

Nor until then did that sweet converse cease, 

Or the wise counsel intermit its flow ; 

Yet here the journey ends, and for awhile 

The silence-finger indicates a pause. 

While prayer pervades the heart, and fills the time. 

Then, as they look with loving awe and fear, 

A radiance brighter than the sunlight glow 

Gathers, concentering about the form 

Of that so blessed One, and to each soul 

Of the disciples come revealing thoughts. 

That a great mystery of life is nigh ; 

And so they bow themselves in humbleness. 

And in their listening hearts receive such bliss 

As words of comfort and of blessing then, 

Falling in wondrous melody and power, 

From the great Master's lips all soothingly, 

Fill them with transports of ecstatic joy ; 

While slowly upward, with majestic poise, 

And buoyant lightness of aerial grace. 

To the soft sound of sweetest harmonies. 

That loved and honoured One, with placid smile 

Of tenderness and pathos fondly pure, 

Kising, enwrapped within the circling folds 

Of an obeisant cloud, is seen no more ! 
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V^t ^tmixtiixm. 



The opening grave with heart-ache looking in, 

All apprehensive of a sad to-morrow ; 
The tell-tale pulse, so feeble, slow and thin, 
Tliat prophecies at every throb, of sorrow ; 
"While hope and love, however loth, begin 

Their thoughts and feelings from despair to borrow ; 
bitterness indeed is life's supremest trial. 
When death presents its claim, defiant of denial ! 

The solemn tomb closed in with jealous care, 

Darkness and dreariness life's beauty keeping ; 
Outline of loveliness, and aspect fair. 

With grim decay in cheerless silence sleeping ; 
Unheeded all the tears that tremble there. 
O'er old delight and loving-kindness weeping ; 
All that was once so full of pleasantness and blessing. 
Nor link to life retained, or \o\*\ivg ^exi's*^ ^cv^^^'^^vex^* \ 
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Awhile ago, and the so happy tone 

Of the sweet voice, the pnrest joy imparted, 
And from the eyes snch cheerfal brightness shone. 

That to Lehold them was to be light-hearted ; 
Now, all the sweetness and delight are gone. 
The tenderness and gentleness departed, 
The hearth is very lonesome, and the heart aweary ; 
The pilgrimage through pathway, rough, and dull, and dreary. 

sadlv sorrowful, that thus should end 

The cherished hoping, and the heart's believing ; 
That love and friendship should, while soothing, tend 

To lure, and mock the soul, with sharp deceiving. 
And brightest joys with withering frailty blend, 
The warp and woof of varied fabric weaving ; 
All passing, insecure ; a troubled changing ever ; 
The solace of a tranquil life abiding never I 
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C^e %tmxxtiiim. 



S^canir. 



Life ! it was God's ; is thine by His high love ; 
A blessed gift bestowed of His good pleasure ; 
And may, indeed, thy bliss eternal prove, 

If used, as should be used, such precious treasure; 
Its impulse, and resolves, as fixed above, 
All estimated by a heavenly measure ; 
And change, and disappointment, and regi^ets all showing, 
How constant to our souls, God's helpful grace is flowing. 

Death ! it is God's ; and His Almighty hand 

Keeps it in check. His sovereign will abiding, 
Withheld or sent by His supreme command, 
Owning the perfect right of His presiding ; 
And while the summons no one may withstand, 
How wise and well to follow His good guiding. 
Whether on sunshine path, or where the shadow falleth, 
Ready His will to do, and go where'er He calleth ! 'Jjk 
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If life and death are God's, and thou art His, 

And His great wisdom watcheth for thy blessing, 
And all He does is ^ood, or that or this, 

The impress of His perfectness possessing. 
The usage of His love, life's peace and bliss 
Or sorrowing, His mercy still confessing. 
Well it becomes the faith on His right will relying, 
To praise Him thankfully, or living or in dying. 

For Life is good, if occupied with praise, 

And Death is good, if God's stronghand uphold us. 
And Life is blessed, while it keeps His ways, 

And Death all blessed, if His love enfold us. 
And Life continuous thankfulness should raise, 
While Death is the release His love foretold us ; 
And the heart's truest wisdom best is shown in leaving 
Our Life and Death to Him, without or fear or grieving. 
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C^e §lcsM;mtti0iT. 



Cfeirir. 



Oh joyful Living ! when in Christ the Lord, 

The heart, with all its grievous need, confideth ; 
And in the counsels of His holy word, 

With simple faith and happy hope, ahideth ! 
Oh joyful Death ! if He His help afford, 

And through the valley comforteth and guideth ; 
His presence everywhere, with calm, sweet mercy cheering ; 
So, Life all bmvely lived ; Death uiidisturhed, unfearing ! 

For He, the blessed Saviour, knows it all, 

The heart's sad sorrow, and the care of living ; 
Knows the temptations that will oft befal. 

The hesitation, doubtfulness, and striving, 
And never can the soul for succour call. 

Without His tender heart quick answer giving. 
Oh happy Life ! to live on His kind love depending, 
Who is The Life, and lives our life from harm defending ! 

y2 
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Bemember ! He has trodden all the Way 

Which leads through life, direct to Death, before us 
Knows all the by-paths that would lead astray. 

And from our foolish wanderings can restore us ; 
And through the night of life, as through its day, 
Is ever mercifully watching o'er us ; 
That He has blessed thetomb,and made it bright and glorious 
Dispersing all its gloom when leaving it victorious ! 

Death ! it is Resurrection ! for Christ died, 

That so eternal life and peace securing 
For all, by His Good Spirit purified. 

They might partake His blessing, all enduring ! 
lovingly and safely He will guide, 
The final triumph and repose insuring ! 
So, Life through Him is life that Death will never sever ; 
And Death in Him is Resurrection Life for Ever ! 

Amen. 
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And he shewed me a pure river of water of life, clear as 
crystal, proceeding out of the throne of God and of the 
Lamb X x x And there shall be no more curse : but 
the throne of God and of the Lamb shall be in it ; and His 
servants shall serve Him : and they shall see his face ; 
and his name shall be in their foreheads. And there shall 
be no night there ; and they need no candle, neither light 
of the sun: for the Lord God giveth them light • and they 
shall reign for ever and ever. 

Revelation xxii. 1 — 5. 
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I. 

Oh Blessedness of Blessedness ! Heaven's Everlastins: Rest I 
The Holiness of Holiness ! God's Glory manifest ! 
Perfection of all Perfectness, Life's triumph and release ! 
The verity of Happiness, the Peacefulness of Peace ! 
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n. 

The tracery of loveliness outspread before the sight, 
With blending lights and shadowings, of beauty infinite; 
Where every tint and tone display harmonious accord, 
And every happy voice proclaims the goodness of the Lord ! 

III. 

Ikight light to lighten ancient days, bright light on present things, 
And grand revealings to the heart, and mighty solacings ! 
The full assent of soaring faith to all that God approves ; 
The transport of contentedness, the love of all He loves ! 

IV. 

Unchangeably serene the peace that knows its bliss secure ! 
Whore innocent companionship is ever bright and pure ; 
The incense of unceasing thanks, the glad heart's blest employ ; 
Life an eternal psalm Of hope ; its song, eternal joy ! 

v. 

With dutiful attentiveness before God's throne to stand, 
Up-yielding all desire and hope to His supreme command ; 
The light of His approving smile, a blessing ever new ; 
The purest recompense of life, His Holy Will to do ! 

^^. 

Xo chill of night to dull the sense, no tears to wipe away ; 
No passing cloud to hide the light of pure, transparent dav; 
No outwarvl nu>okory and guile, nor hidden woe of sin ; 
Tbe visible all beautiful ! all beautiful within ! 
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All tribulation passed away, time's tangled troubles o'er, 
No more involvements to perplex, disturbing tbougbts no more ; 
The ebb and flow of sorrow stayed, enfranchised every thought. 
Unclouded sunshine round about, with fragrant mercies fraught. 

vin. 

wonderful exceedingly, God's wisdom to behold, 
While age on age the mysteries of bygone time unfold ! 
The interwoven excellence of all His various ways 
The pulse of every providence, a hymn of thankful praise ! 

IX. 

rare delight ! to hear and tell the mercies of past time ; 
The ever-present will to help, with watchful love sublime ; 
The consolation and support through every pressing care ; 
The listening sympathy of heed to every breath of prayer ! 

X. 

The calm reposefulness of peace ; reliance, strong and sure, 
That Home, this Home so sanctified, for ever shall endure ; 
That never more one rebel thought, or sinful look or word. 
Shall grieve the heart, or wound the love, of our so blessed Lord ! 

XI. 

exquisitely holy joy, to look upon That Face, 

So full of loving tenderness, and gentleness of grace 1 

The once so tried and grieved One, our Lord and God Most High, 

The theme and source of all delight throughout Eternity ! 
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xn. 



Communion with the Angel-host, in deep and pondering thought; 
Profound and earnest studying the marvels God has wrought ; 
The reverent gaze and heartfelt joy, the rapture swelling high ; 
The hallelujah's sweeping flow of houndless ecstasy ! 

XIII. 

So ever, wdth the glad hright hopes of holier hliss to come, 
The solace of rejoicing love, shall sanctify our home ; 
The Smile of God, true happiness ; the Voice of God, delight ; 
To wait and learn, entire content ; love's comfort infinite ! 

XIV. 

Eternally the spring and flow of still expanding thought ! 
Eternally within the soul, God's perfect likeness wrought ! 
With active energy and zeal, the willing service done ; 
To God the Father Ceaseless Praise ! All Praise to Christ the Son ! 

Amen. 
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